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THE 5000 FINGERS OF DR. ft. 
a VER Te 


Behind the titles is a ticking metronome. It is on top of an 
upright piano. Someone is practicing, mechanically, painfully, 
banging out scales and childish compositions for beginners, 


As titles fade, the CAMERA MOVES DOWN, disclosing BART COLLINS, 

aged nine, back view. Though we don't see his face, his body is 
tight and tense and we know he is suffering the torments of the 

damned as his fingers stumble around on the keys. 


On the music rack of the Piano are a number of lesson albums which 
we will see in closer detail later on. They are "Dr, Terwilliger'ts 
Exercises for the Left Hand.", "pr, Terwilliger's Exercises for the 
Right Hand", anda "pr, Terwilliger's Exercises for Both Hands". Dr. 
Terwilliger's picture is on the Wall. To us it is not especially 
terrifying...a tight lipped old gentleman with rather bushy eye- 
brows... but to Bart he is the heavy who is dominating his life, 


BART'S VOICE (0.8.) 
(narrating) 
There I Was...taking my after- 
noon beating. There I was, that 
day. Sweating my life away. This... 
So help me...this had been going on 
for a year now. 


He shakes his head grimly. His hands slow down. 


MRS. COLLINS’ VOICE (0.S.) 
Oh, Bartholomew darling! Is that 
all the faster you can play? 


Nettled, Bart looks angrily toward the kitchen. He Starts 
banging out scales at break-neck speed, Mrs. Collins 
looks in through kitchen door, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Now, now, Bartholomew! Not that 
fast! 
He slows down to practically nothing. © 


MRS. COLLINS 
And not that slow! 
ee SHOWS 


Bart sighs. He levels off. Mrs. Collins sighs and dis- 
appears back in kitchen, 


CONTINUED: 


BART'S VOICE (0.8.) 
Me, I’d begged her to buy me 2a 
trombone. A trombone I could 
go for. And what did I get? 


Dr. Terwilliger's exercises for 
the Left hand...! 

Dr. Téerwilligerts exercises for 
the Right hand...! 

Dr. Terwilligers exercises for 
Both hands! 


Disgustedly, he begins running arpeggios. 


BART'S VOICE(0.S.) 
(continuing) 
Dr. Terwilliger! ‘pr. Terwilliger! 


Phone rings. Looking up hopefully for a break, he jumps 
up and starts for the hall. 


MRS. COLLINS' VoIcR 
I'll take it, Bartholomew! It's 
for me. You go straight back to 
your piano} 


Bart slumps frustrated back on his stool and resumes playing 
grimly. As his mother enters from kitchen, we see Mr, 


Zabladowski. A great shagey dog of a Plumber, he is engaged 
in installing a new kitchen Sink. 


: MRS. COLLINS 
(to Zabladowski) 
I'll be back in a jiffy, Mr. 
Zabladowski, 


Zabladowski looks at Bart without expression, then resumes 
his work, 


MRS. COLLINS 
(passing Bart) 

Now, darling, don’t look at me as 
though I was a mean old slave 
driver. This is all for your 
own good. When you grow up, 
you mark my words, you'll thank 
me, 


0.5. in hall, she answers phone. 


MRS. COLLINS’ votcr 
Hello...Oh, hello, Bessie, No, 
don't tell me. I know what you 
Calied for. The noodle- chicken-paprika 
casserole, 


CONTINUED: 
BART 
(playing; glowering 
at Terwilliger's 
picture) 
Noodle-chicken-paprika casserole} 
Noodle-chicken Terwilliger Casserole! 


MRS. COLLINS' VoIcE 
Hold on, Bessie. Just @ second, 
I'll get it, 


Mrs. Collins reappears from hall, walks past Bart to the 
dining alcove, where she starts rummaging through a drawer, 
As she walks and Pummages, she talks to Bart: 


MRS. COLLINS 
Dear, you'd do a lot better if 
you'd only relax. Thatts the 
whole secret oF the Terwilliger 
Method. That's why he calls it 
the Happy Finger Method. if your 
mind is relaxed, your fingers are 
happy. If your fingers sre happy, 


your happy fingers down among friends, 
Well your fingers just start enjoying 


you know, you're playing very dirfi- 
cult pieses like Mendelsohn and chopin 


eee 


and where the dickens is that recipe? 


She goes to the kitchen. Mr. Zabladowski is blocking her way, 
threading two pieces of pipe together, 


MRS. COLLINS 
I'm sorry, Mr, Zabdladowski. I'm 
looking for a little brown card- 
board box. 


AS Zabladowski Steps into the dining alcove to let her pass, 
Bart plays a passage that is not Quiet as bad as the rest, 
Mrs. Collins reacts with maternal pride. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Don't you think he's improving, 
Mr. Zabladowski? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
You ask mé,do I think hets improv- 
ing? 


He starts to state his opinion. Then refuses to get 
involved, 


CONTINUED: 
ZABLADOWSKI 
(continuing) 
Mrs.Collins, I sn merely the 
neighborhood plumber. 


He smiles at her evasively, the resumes threading his pipes, 
Mrs. Collins enters the kitchen and disappears in search of 
the recipe. Bart looks up at Zabladowski, 


Bart 
Why didn't you tell her the truth? 
I'm terrible! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Small boy, do not look at me for 
help. I get involved, I lose ny 
job. 


He turns and goes back to the sink in the kitchen. 


BART 
(grimly, in rhythm 
to his playing) 
I get involved, I lose my job. 
I get involved, I lose my job. 


With a the- whole-world~is-against ~me look, he continues 
his drudgery playing. Door belli rings. Bart jumps up to 
answer it. Starts for hall. 


JANE'S VOICE( 0.8.) 
I'll take it, brother, it's for 


me! 


Bart slumps dejectediy back. Resumes playing. As his sister 
appears in the hall, he follows her With a beady glare over 
his shoulder. Jane, a beautiful 29 year old mush-head, opens 
the door. Outside is Fred, a iovelorn quarterback, They 

clasp hands. Their eyes embrace. Then they both see Bart 
watching them. They stare through him haughtily. Then Jane 
and Fred, ignoring Bart completely,. walk past him through 
the living room, through a French window out onto the porch, 
where they sink down in @ hammock and go into a Clinch, Bart 
watches them with disgust. 


BARTS VOICE( 0.8.) 

There I was that day... Sweating 
my life away. My sister Jane, 
they let her do anything she 
wants to. 

( in tempo with his 

playing) 
The mush-head... the mush-head.., 
she does anything she wants to. 
The mush-head... the mush-head 
she does anything she... 


zee 


CONTINUED: 


Mrs, Collins reappears from the kitchen with the recipe. 
She sees Bart looking out the window. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Come now. Come now. Keep your 
mind on your business. Your sister's 
perfectly capable of attending to 
her own. 


The lcvers, at the sound of her voice, break their clinch. 
Mrs. Collins looks out of the window and smiles at them. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Hello, Fred. Enjoying your 
vacation? 


He nods, starts to stand. Then, as she turns her back and 
starts for phone, Fred sinks back into the clinch with Jane. 
Bart stares up at the ceiling and shakes his head in angui-’ 
sh. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(passing Bart) 
Now, don't get discouraged. Remember, 
remember dear, practice makes perfect. 
That's what your unele Judson and 
Whitney always said. 


She disappears into hall. Bart looks at top of piano. 
CAMERA INCLUDES framed photo of his bearded great- uncles, 
Judson and Whitney, playing a piano duet as of about 1910. 


BART'S VOICE 
(wearily) 
That's what my uncles Judson and 
Whitney always seid. 
That's what my Uncles Judson and 
Whitney always said.... 


MRS. COLLINS! VOICE 
Hello, I'm dreadfully sorry, Bessie. 
But I finally found it. Have you got 
a@ pencil? 


Her voice fades down. Bart is still staring at his uncles't 
photo. 


BART'S VOICE 
Me. I gotta grow up to be just like 
them. Great musical talent runs in 
our family. Great musical talent 
runs in our noodle-paprika-fooie! 


Playing with one hand, he makes "goat's whiskers" at his 
uncle's picture with the other. Then he heaves a great 
discouraged sigh. Shaking his head he looks down at his 
hands, and starts playing “happy fingers" 


SHOT BART'S HANDS 
Playing mechanically. 


MRS. COLLINS! VOIcE 
(fading in) 
e+eand then, Bessie, after you mix 
the batter and put the chicken livers 
into the casserole, then you take the 
creamed onions... 


BART'S VOICE 
(dopey, in tempo with 
his playing) 
You take the creamed onions... you take 
the creamed onions... You take the creamed 
onions.... I'll take thé Terwilliger. 


MRS. COLLIN! VOICE 
--.&4nd then you take the capers and 
the carrots and the beets and you fold 
them in with the shredded pot-roast, 
and then you set the oven at 450 and... 
Say, hold on again »sBessie.... 


Mrs. Collins, iooking around the corner at Bart. 


MRS. COLLINS 

Bartholomew Collins! fre you doping 
off? You're missing the beats, 
Listen, Brisk! Like it says in the 
book.... 

(beating time 

with phone) 
Ten little dancing maidens 
Dancing, oh, so fine! 
Ten happy fingers and... 


Bart pulls himself together and sweats to keep pace with °. 
her, 


MRS. COLLINS 
(continuing) 
They're mine, all’ mine. 
Mine, all mine, all mine, all mine, 
Ten happy fingers and they're mine all mine! 1 


That's it! Now keep that going! 

(into phone) 
Oh, dear, Bessie! It's like pulling 
teeth, But he's going to conquer that 
piano if I have to Keep him at that 
key board forever. 


BART'S VOICE 
Forever... .Forever....Forever..., 
Forever.... 


7. 


CLOSE SHOT BART'S FACE : 
His bleary eyes are following the clicking arm of the 
Metronome, between his face and the camera, 


BART'S VOICE 
(tense; in tempo) 
Forever....forever....forever,... 
forever....forever....forever.... 
forever with mush-heads! Forever,... 
forever with Judson ana Whitney. 
Forever... forever with Zab-axnda-dowski. 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER'S FLCE ON AIBUM 


BART'S VOICE 
Forever...forever....for Dr. Terwilliger- 
illiger-illiger-illiger-illiger.... 


CLOSER SHOT BART'S FACE 


Woozy. he is weaving on the stool. His eyes are almost 
completely shut. 


BART'S VOICE 
++--TLLIGER...,ILLIGER....ILLIGER.... 
Illiger. 


His eyes see Something. They open wide. Still playing, 

he shakes his head and tries to clear it. He moves his 
face forward toward the album (o.s.) Then he jerks his 
head back with a shock, 

CLOSER SHOT TERWILLIGER AIBUM 

Terwilliger's eyebrows (animation) are moving up and down, 
directing the rhythm with e kind of eye-brow-nautch dance, 


CLIOSE SHOT BART'S STARING EVES 
For a moment his playing stops. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
No stopping! No stopping! 


Bart's playing resumes, jittery, staccato. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Play it! 


rt. 
Play it! 
PLAY I7! 


PLAY IT! 


8. 
CONTINUED: 


Sound of piano playing like med, CAMERA, ON BART!S EYES, 
PULLS BACK, revealing Bart is playing on the keys of an 
enormously high piano. On top of the piano, high over 
Bart's head, Terwilliger is one podiun, beating with a 
baton in ever-increasing tempo. Bart is playing like no 

one ever played before. He is reaching for and hitting 
keys far beyond his possible grasp. The music becomes 

the music of a hunérea pianos, weirdly embellishing and 
embroidering the simple happy fingers tune untill it swells 
‘to a tremendous, thunderous finale. 


As Terwilliger brings the piece to its.peak, Bart, exhaus-.; 
ted and panting, slumps over the keys, befuddled, bewilders _ 
ved and trying to catch his breath. The echoes of the music 
continue to ring. 


TERWILLIGER 
Not bad. But not good. 


BART 
(looking up) 
Huh...? 


UPSHOT AT TERWILLIGER 
Bart in f.g. 


TERWILLIGER 
Still not loud enough. Still 
not fast enough. His rhythm's 
still off. Still misses beats. 


BART 
Huh...? 


He stares at Terwilliger. Then his eyes sneak a look to the 
Tight. He makes a great Surprise take, 


CAMERA PANS RIGHT REVELLING that keyboard stretches away 


for sixty or seventy feet. Then it runs into a damp grey 
medieval stone wall. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
But, oh well. Tekes time, 
Takes years. 


BART 
staring up et Terwilliger, 
BART 
Huh...? 
TERWILLIGER 


Sometimes it takes forever. 


Bart steres, blinking at Terwilliger. Then his eyes wander 
deft. He makes a greater take, : 


CONTINUED ; 


CAMERA PANS LEFF. On that Side, the keyboard curves around 
& corner and disappears into a prison-like courtyard beyond. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE (0.S.) 
And what if it does take forever, 
He's young. He has plenty of 
time. 


EXT. GREAT PIANO COURTYARD 
— Ee ee 


BART 
staring up at Terwilliger. Terwilliger looks at his watch, 


TERWILLIGER 
But my little clock tells me 
that's all we can do with hin 
today. We'll continue, young man, 
&t six o'clock tomorrow morning, 


BART 
HUH.. 2.2? 
TERWILLIGER 
(with a far- 


away look) 
Yes..yes...tomorrow morning... 
tomorrow morning... 
He gives a sinister chuckle. Then goes icy cold, Sheathing 
his baton in a baton-scabbara beneath his coat, he turns. 


LOWER SHOT 
REVEALING @ great flight of stairs, leading from the podium 


up into a castle-like structure above, Terwilliger starts 
up ther, 


Bart watches him ascend the stairs. He leaps to his feet. 


BART 
Wa-wait a minute! Wh-what goes 
on here? 

TERWILLIGER 


Whet goes on where? 


BART 
Here. Here! You know what I 
mean! 


10, 
CONTINUED : 


TERWILLIGER 
Come, come boy. No jokes. No 
nonsense. You know the rules, 
Go back to your cell, 


(Points) 

BART 
Back...back to my cell....? My 
cell? 

TERWILLIGER 


That's right. Back to your 
cell, And put on your official 


ferwilliger Beanie! 


He continues ‘up the stairs, disappearing into the structure 
above, 


BART 
My Terwilliger Beanie....? 


Feeling a bulge in his back pocket, he pulls out a blue 
beanie, He stares at it. On top is a miniature plastic 
hand. On front are the words, “Happy Fingers!" 

Bart starts to throw it on the ground. 


TERWILLIGER'S FACE 
looks down from behind a barred window above, 


TERWLILLIGER 
(shaking his 
finger) 
Nuh-huh! WNuh-huh! 


Terwilliger's face disappears. 


Bart, with growing nervousness, puts the beanie on his head 
A forlorn musical background, vague and lonely, haunts the 
scene. Bart, bewildered, looks around. He is in @ most 
peculiar place, (See sketch) 


He starts across the Great Piano Courtyard, toward the 
alley Terwilliger pointed at. 


EXT. AN ALLEY OFF THE COURTYARD 
EE EE 


Bart approaches, He peers up into it, He sees something. 
His face lights up. 


LONG SHOT BART'S DOG 
sitting in the alley. 


ll. 
CONTINUED : 
T 


(whistles) 
Here, Sport! Here, Sport! 


CLOSE SHOT DOG 
backing away. He turns and runs 0.8, 


BART 

staring, with fallen face, up the alley. He looks around 
helplessly. He sees a light flashing on and off, around a 
corner up the alley, He starts toward it, 


A WALL 

in the alley. Bart approaches, In the wall, in a shadow 
box, is an advertisement...an enimated poster. It shows a 
boy's hands, mechanically Striking piano keys. Synchronized 
with the action is: 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Practice makes perfect. Practice 
makes perfect. Practice makes 
perfect.... 


Bart backs away from the shadow box, Further up the alley, 
another light starts flashing. Tensely, Bart starts for it. 


SECOND SHADOW BOX 
This one is larger, Bart approaches. Inside is a large 
Smiling picture of Terwilliger. 


SUGARY VOLCE 
The years you spend with Doctor 
Terwilliger will be the happiest 
years of your life, 


HARD VOICE 
But, if you get homesick, don't 
try to escape! 


Picture changes to drawing of high barbed wire fence, surround- 
ing Terwilliger Institute, 


SUGARY VOICE 
The barbed wire around the 
Terwilliger Institute is 
electrified! 


Animated sparks shoot from the barbed wire. Picture changes 
back to smiling face of Terwilliger, 


le. 
CONTINUED ; 


SUGARY VOICE 
The years you spend with Doctor 
Terwilliger will be the happiest 
years of your life, 


As the cycle starts to repest, Bart backs away. Around a 
higher corner in the alley, he sees another light go on, 
He starts toward it, 


THIRD SHADOW BOX ANGLE SHOT 
We can't see inside it, Bart approaches, looks inside. He 
makes @ great surprised take, 


BART 
It can't be! The mush-heads! 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Inside the shadow box, on an exaggerated version of the 
swinging garden hammock, Jane and her boy friend are 
engrossed in an over-romantic clinch, 


BART 
Jane! Fred! 


No answer, They continue to hold their smooching pose, 
as the hammock creaks back and forth. 


BART 
Wheat are you doing here? 


No answer, 


BART 
Wheat am I doing here? 


No answer, 
Break it up! Say something! 


The mush-heads merely shift to another mush-pose. Bart is 
getting sore. He leans into the shadow box. 


BART 
Now you look here, you..,.! 


An iron curtain slams down between Bart and the lovers. On it 
is 4 sign, "Keep Your Mind on your Own Business!" He stares 
at the Sign, in anger and frustration. From behind him, e new 


light floods the scene. He turns. Nervously he walks toward 
the source of the light, 


13; 
CONTINUED ; 


CORNER IN ALLEY. Two pointing hends point in different 
directions. One points down 4 darkened tunnel, The sign 

says "Headquarters." ‘The other points through én arch 

through which the light is coming. The Sign says "Cell Block", 
Skirting the dark tunnel, Bart goes through the Cell Block 
Arch, 


CELL BLOCK COURTYARD. The light is coming across the court- 
yard from the door of a cell, The countless other cells are 
dark, Bart enters, walks toward the cell down the path of 
light. 


CELL DOOR. 

Bart approaches, Beside the door is a nameplate with his 
name, Bart Collins,. Mystified, unhappy, Bart enters the 
cell, 


INT. CELL 
Bart enters, It is a severe white-washed room with a frugal 
cot. On the wall is a picture of the huge piano. Bart 
sinks down on the cot, distraught and befuddled. 
SOUND: Klanking. Bart starts and turns. C&MERA INCLUDES 


MR. ZABLADOWSKL , phlegmatically installing a sink in the 
corner. 


Bart's face lights up. Hopefully, he rushes to Zabladowski. 


BART 
Mr. Zabladowski! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Please, 


He motions Bart aside and resumes working. 
ZABLADOWSKI 


(continuing) 
i am a very busy plumber. 


BART 
But Mr. Zabladowski! What's 
going on? 

ZABLADOWSKL 


Foolish questions. Please do not 


pester me, Terwilliger must Have 
all the Sinks in by tomorrow. 


BART 
All the sinks.,,? 


14, 


CONTINUED : 
ZABLADOWSKL 
Yes..yes..500 sinks. 
BART 
500 sinks} 
ZABLADOWSKL 


(his patience strained) 
500 sinks; 500 kids. You kids 
have got to wash, you know. 


BART 
What kids have got to wash, you 
know? 

ZABLADOWSKI 


Boy. PLEASE! Out of my light! 

Here I am, down in the darkness, 
putting in 4a size three Groshenheimer 
Gerkitt into a size four Ekkenkrekker 
Elbow. 


He holds up @ pipe part. Bart, sore, snatches it away. 


A 
Mr. Zebladowski! Will you tell me 
in plain English! What IS going on here? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
You give me back my Ekkenkrakker 
Elbow, 


He takes the pipe part back, and resumes working, with his 
back to Bart's face, 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(continuing) 

And you know very well what is 
going on here, Tomorrow he brings 
the rest of you kids. Tomorrow 
you ail sit down at the piano, 
Tomorrow he waves his little stick. 
And you 811 commence to practice, 
Twelve hours every day. 


BART 
Twelve hours every day! 


ZABLADOWSKEI 
Three hundred and sixty-five days 
every year. Excepting leap years 
of course. That is one dey extra, 


15's 
CONTINUED : 


BART 
(stunned ) 
Why..why's he want to do that 
to us? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(shrugs) 

Why did Hitler want to conquer the 
world? Hitler's racket was con- 
quering countries. Terwilliger's 
racket is conquering fingers. Why, 
I wouldn't know. I am no 
psychiatrist. I am merely the 
neighborhood plumber. 


BART 
But, Mr. Zable....$ 


Zabladowski slams down his wrench. 


ZABLADOWSEKL 

Why do I let you get me talking! 
Now look what you made me do! 

{points to faucet) 
Cold water should come from here. 
NOW see where cold water comes 
from! 

(turns faucet - 

water spouts up 

from drain) 
Kids! Deliver me, Zabladowski, 
from kids! 


He looks under sink. Then crawls underneath it and begins 
hammering. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
I see what is wrong. Hand me 
the little wrench. 


BART 
I'll hand you nothing! You're 
working for this racket! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
I am working for no racket. I 
am working for time and 4 half 
for overtime, 


BART 
(contemptuous) 
You're taking Terwilliger's 
money. 


16, 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Just because a man is a stinker, 
should I discriminate against his 
money? Hand me the little wrench! 


Bart hesitates. Then decides his best tactic is to play 
along with Zebladowski. He picks up the wrench and crawls 
under the sink. 


CLOSE TWO SHOT BART AND ZABLADOWSKT 
under sink. Bart hands him the wrench, 


BART 
(pleading) 
Mr. Zabladowski! You've got 
to get me out of here} ~~ 


Zabladowski avoids his eye. Continues working, 


BART 
Mr. Zabladowski! You are going 
to help me...? 


Zabladowski continues working. 


BART 
Mr. Zabladowski! Come on! Be 
& good sport! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Listen, I will tell you a story. 
On the 15th of September, 1904, 
my father...he was a plumber before 
me...he takes me by the hand in the 
city of Vlada-omchuk and.... 


BART 
You will help me, won't you? 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Quiet! IT am talking! My father, 
he takes me to the Vlada-omchuk 
Academy for Fine Plumbing Arts 
Apprenticeship, He enrolls me 
as a student. I go to my first 
lecture. And what do they teach 
me the very first dey....? 


BART 
(hopefully) 
What do they teach you? 


CONTINUED : 


17. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
A plumber is a plumber! 
A plumber is NOT a children's 
aid society! 
A plumber is NOT a helping hand 
association! 
A plumber is NOT a public- 
benefaction-assistance-movement, 
incorporated! 
& plumber is a plumber! 


BART 
A fine guy you are! You wouldn't 
help anyone! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(with self pity) 

In my past I have helped too many 
anyones. And always, when I have 
helped, what has happened to 
4abladowski? Always Zabladowski 
gets the sticky end of the stick. 
if I help you, Terwilliger will 
find out. “Térwilliger finds out 
I lose wy job. Lose my job, L 
lose my overtime. Lose ny 
overtime, I cannot pay my 
mortgege. Cannot pay my mortgage, 
I lose my house. Lose my house, 
I lose my wife. Lose my wife, I 
am @ lonely old man, living by 
myself in some hollow oak tree, 
eating pencil shavings, pidgeon 
Seeds and peanut schicks! 


BART 
(crawling out 
from under sink) 
O.K, O.K. I'll get out of here 
without you! They can't keep me 
here! It's against the law! 


ZABADOWSKI 
I am sorry to inform you it is 
against no law. Terwilliger can 
lock up just as many kids as he 
wishes, just so long as he 
provices them with sufficient 
sanitation. The minute I get 
the last sink installed, then 
the official county sink inspector, 
he inspects. He 0-Kays the joint 
as A-1 Sanitatary. Then it is 
legal for Terwilliger and your 
mother to bring the kids. 


CONTINUED : 


Bart almost falls over, 


BART 
My mother! What's she got to do 
with this? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Now that's a foolish question, 
too. You know she's in the 
Number Two Spot. 


BART 
Number Two Spot....? 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Number Two Spot. Second in 
charge of the whole Terwilliger 
Racket. 
BART 
(bristling) 
She coulén't be mixed up in 


any racket! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
But she is, 

BART 
She is not! 

ZABLADOWSKL 


She put you here, didn't she? 


BART 
She wouldn't put me in a place 
like this! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Kid, I do not like to speak badly 
about mothers. Because motherhood 
is a noble thing, Motherhood is 
one of the finest institutions 
in our land. But the fact remains, 
your mother...she is in the number 
Two Spot. 


BART 
(wondering if it is true) 
Maybe she is...maybe she isn't 


soe 


Starts for door. 


BART 
(continuing) 
But IF she's around here, SHE'LL 
heip me! I'm gonne find her! 


18, 


19. 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(showing a spark 
of concern) 
You come back here, kid. You'll 
get in real trouble. 


. BART 
What do you care? Go on back 
»to your sinks! 
Bart stalks out. Zabladowski follows him to the @oor, 


CELL BLOCK COURTYARD 
Zabladowski appears in door, watching Bart walk away. 


ZABLADOWSET. 

You'll never get to headquarters. 
BART 

Iocan try. 
ZABLADOWSKET 


I wouldn't try. 


BART 
Yeah! I kmow you wouldn't try! 
All you'd ever try for is overtime! 


Zabladowski sterts to raise his hand to call again, He sees 
his wristwatch, Then he looks at the wrench in his hand. 
Shrugging, he returns inside and resumes working on the sink, 


EXT, ALLEY 
ENTRAN CE TO HDQ. TUNNEL 


Bart comes into view. Far down, a strip of light spreads 
across the alley. Determined, but wary, Bart starts toward 
it. Music: two distant pianos vamping grimly. 


DOWN THE TUNNEL 


Bart approaches the light. It comes from the open guardhouse 
coor. Bart inches along, flat as he can make himself against 
the wall, He peers through the door, 


BART 
Them! Not them! Judson! Whitney! 


20, 


INT. GUARDHOUSE 


THROUGH DOOR 

inside are his twin great-uncles, Judson and Whitney. Though 
dressed as they were in their photo, there is, however, one 
striking difference, They are joined, chin-to-chin, with a 
Siamese Beard. To a metronomets beat, they are vamping on 

a dwarf twin piano, 

They leap up and burst into song. 


JUDSON AND WHITNEY 
(singing) 


Chhhhhk! 
We are the guards who are terribly feared, 
The terrible twins with the Siamese Beard, 
Oh, we are & thing you could not call a friend, 
We're & Siamese Beard with a twin on each end, 
A twin on each end! 

A twin on each end! 

A terribly horrible twin on each end, 
As music continues, the twins, who are on roller skates, 
skate out of the door. Almost bumping into Bart, who 
crouches in the shadows, they do e fast circular skating 
routine, They then skate back inside, strike a pose and 
sing the second verse. 


JUDSON AND WHITNEY 
(singing) 


Ohhhhh! 
We're vicious and ugly, unkempt and uncouth 
And we've been that way since our earliest youth. 
Each year we get meaner, for that is the trend 
Of a Siamese Beard with a twin on each end. 

A twin on each end! 

A twin on each end! 


A terribly horrible twin on each end! 


el. 
CONTINUED : 


&gain they skate outside and do an even faster skating 


routine, Returning inside, they sing the third verse playing 
at the piano, 


JUDSON AND WHITNEY 
(singing) 
Ohhhhh! 
We are the guards of Terwilliger's land. 
And we're here to warn you, don't get out of hand. 
If you try to get fresh in the land we defend, 
You'll get choked with a beard with a twin on 
each end. 
A twin on each end! 
& twin on each end! 
You'll get choked with a beard 
with.,. 
Asere 
twin... 
On... 
each... 
end! 
They .descend into deep bass. As the guards go into the 
final bass notes, they bend low over the piano, Bart seizes 
his opportunity and Sprints across the light. 
EXT. TERWILLIGER HEADQUARTERS COURTYARD NIGHT 
Bart enters running. He stops. He looks around. CAMERA 
SWINGS off Bart, REVEALING an electric sign over Headquarters 
door, It flashes on letter by letter, A recorded voice 
Spells it out: " T-E-R-W-I-L-L-I-G-E_R Terwilliger Head- 
querters!" The sign blacks out with a sour musical chord, 


then starts flashing agein, Bart approaches beneath sign, 
He pushes through the revolving door, 


22. 
INT. HEADQUARTERS VESTIBULE 


Eerie lighting, as in Grant's Tomb. At the base of 

a flight of stairs stends a huge cardboard statue of Dr. 
Terwilliger, The hands hold a baton with an illuminated tip. 
It clicks beck and forth like the arm of a metronome, As 
Bart skirts the statue apprehensively, it turns, watching 
him as he goes. Nervously, Bert heads up the stairs, 


DARK STAIRS 

Bart, groping his way: up, rounds @ corner. Over his head he 
sees two shafts of light. They come from two manholes above. 
The stairs branch into two separate flights. Two hanging- 
pointing-gloves indicate direction. Left flight: to "DR.?t." 
Right flight: to "Mrs. C." Bart takes the right-hand flight. 


CLOSE SHOT MANHOLE FROM BELOW 
It is in the floor of a brightly lighted room, Bart creeps 
into view, sneaks up his head for a worm's eye look, 


MRS. COLLINS' ROOM FROM MANHOLE as CAMERA 
PANS &cross section of room, a phone rings, 


MRS. COLLINS'S VOICE 
(very efficient) 
Terwilliger Institute. Collins 
speaking... 


CAMERA REVEALS Mrs. Collins, surrounded by phones, at an 
enormous desk. Beside her is a mysterious cabinet, 
bristling with levers and push-buttons. She is still in 
her housecoat, but the housecoat now is magnificent in 
its plumage, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Yes, Madam, The official 
grand opening is tomorrow 
morning, Your son will be 
picked up and brought here by 
bus. Have him ready, with his 
suitcase, at five A.M. sharp! 


She hangs up. Another phone rings. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(answering) 
Terwilliger Institute. Collins 
speaking...No, Madam, Most 
definitely not! Your son will 
not be allowed to bring his 
beseball, Doctor Terwilliger 
does not believe in baseballs.... 
(cont'd) 


23. 
CONTINUED : 


MRS. COLLINS (contta) 
(reading from 
a card . 
-+-golf balls, basket balls 
or tennis balls, ping pong bails, 
croquet balls, snow balls or 
hockey pucks, 


Dr. Terwilliger believes only in 
the piano! 


She hangs up. Another phone rings, 


MRS. COLLINS 
(answering) 
Terwilliger Institute. Collins 
speaking...Oh hello, Bessie, 


Door bell rings. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Hold on 4 minute, Bessie, 


She looks o.s. 


Come in. Oh, it's you, 
you Beanie-Makers. It's about 
time! 


SHOT OF two Beanie-makers, entering door. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(cont'd) 
Your last batch of beanies, 
They just won't do. Just look 
at that one there on the model, 


CAMERA INCLUDES model of a boy, with @ beanie on his head, 
the floor is a huge packing case full of beanies, 


MRS. COLLINS 

(cont'd) 
Dr. Terwilliger examined then, 
personally, Every one. You know 
what @ stickler he is for perfection, 
Those fingers, you call them happy 
fingers? They should be like this... 


(demonstrates) 


«e-g2y! Carefree! Those fingers are 
nyah-nyah! 


(demonstrates) 


On 
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CONTINUED ; 


MRS. COLLINS (cont'd) 
You take them back, 
Beanie-makers pick up crate and start for door, 


MRS. COLLINS (cont'd) 
You fix them up so our boys will 
be proud to wear them, And 
deliver them at the piano by six 
o'clock tomorrow morning. 


(into phone) 
I'm sorry, Bessie. This last 
minute rush... 


INTERCOM BUZZER SOUNDS. Mrs. Collins flips lever, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Collins speaking. Yes, I have 
the cell block plan right here..., 


She pushes button, A chart labeled"Cell Block 20" pops out 
of cabinet. Mrs. Collins goes over it with a pointer, with 
a little red hand for a tip. 


MRS. COLLINS (cont'd) 
That's right. We're putting the 
Smith boy in 123-J. The Fitzgerald 
boy goes into 89-B. 


She pushes button. Chart disappears, She picks up phone 
again. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Yes, Bessie? About your son?.. 
You are going to send him? 
Wonderful, Bessie! I imow it's 
expensive, but you'll never regret 
it. And I've saved him @ marvellous 
seat at the piano! 


She pulls @ lever, Another diagram pops up, a plan 


labeled: "Piano Seating.” Mrs, Collins indicates seat with 
& pointer. 


MRS, COLLINS 
(continuing) 


Right under Doctor Terwilliger's 
nose! 
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CLOSE SHOT BART 


Crushed, betrayed, he crouches in the ménhole, still 
trying to say to himself it isn't true, 


MRS. COLLINS'S VOICE 
(continuing) 

The dear Doctor! Tomorrow will 
be the dream of his lifetime! 
Imagine, Bessie! Five hundred 
boys with nothing else to do but 
play, play, play, hour after hour, 
week after week, month after month, 
on that beautiful, glorious, 500 Boy 
piano! 


CLOSE SHOT MRS. COLLINS 
A musical buzzer sounds at her elbow. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(into intercom, 
servilely) 
Yes, Doctor Terwilliger....? 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Sergeant Lunk of the Bus Squad 
is here. Bring in the five 
hundred boys' names and addresses, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Yes, Doctor Terwilliger, 
(to Bessie) 
I'll be back in a jiffy. 


Picking up a sheaf of papers, she crosses the room and 
disappears through a door into Terwilliger's office, 


BART IN THE MANHOLE 


craning his neck, He can't see what's going on. He climbs 
into the room, sprints to a hiding place behind his mother's 
desk. From here he can see into: 


TERWILLIGER'S OFFICE 

The walls are draped in dark velvet, The only picture is 

& huge portreit of Dr. Terwilliger in Hitlerian pose. He 
sits beneath it, behind a great desk, In front of the desk, 
Mrs. Collins is hending Sergeant Lunk the papers. Lunk is 2 
shrimp of a man, very ill at ease, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Yes, mam, The busses are eli 
eassec up. My drivers will 
start just the minute you give 
the order, 
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CONTINUED : 


MRS. COLLINS 
That should be about dawn. Just 
&@S soon as the last sink is 
installed. Now you understana 
about Picking up the boys? 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Yes, mam, We drive to these 
addresses. The kids will be 
standing in front of their 
houses... 


Lunk's voice trails off, He is staring across the papers 
at something o.s. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Something wrong, Sergeant? 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Huh...? Oh, no, mam. Nothing's 
wrong, 


He tries to focus on the papers, but his eye again wanders, 


TERWILLIGER 
(icy 
Nothing wrong...? I see whatts 
wrong. That's what's bothering 
you, isn't it, Sergeant? 


He points o.s. CAMERA INCLUDES & table, piled high with 
money, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
I...er... No, sir. I was just 
thinking.... 


TERWLLLIGER 
Thinking, Sergeant....? 


SERGEANT LUNK 
I..i' sorry, sir. I coulén't 
help it. There's...there's an 
ewful lot of rumors have been 
going Ground the barracks, 


TERWILLIGER 
(exploding) 
Oh, so that's it, is it! Rumors! 
Scuttlebut! No! Don't you 
bother to tell me! I ean tell you 
all the rumors,” I am a villain? 
I am 6 loathsome racketeer! This 
money you see before you on the 
table! I have extortea it, stolen 
(cont ta) 


CONTINUED ; 


He stares at the ceiling 
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TERWLLLIGER 

(cont'd) 
it from the pocketbooks of 
innocent mothers! The mothers 
of helpless boys whose lives I 
wish to dominate! Rumors! 
Filthy, lying rumors! That is 
the problem every great man 
faces! Rumors invented in the 
brains of small people! Rumors 
of the corruption that breeds in 
high places! Rumors seeking to 
discredit my noble aims! And now 
these rumors have crept into my 
army...-Goving like poisonous snakes 
through the minds of my men.... 
cestroying their loyalty..... 
undermining their morale..., 
vilifying and besmirching the 
honesty, fair name and integrity 
of their commander! 


is almost collapsed with fear. Mrs. Collins puts her hand 


on his arm. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(sincerely) 

Ch, Sergeant Lunk, There 
isn't anything at all to these 
silly ol€ rumors! The sole 
purpose of our endeavor is 
the musical betterment of 
American youth, I work without 
sélary end so, I know, does 
Dr. Terwilliger. Every cent 
we take in will be spent for 
just one great and worthy cause... 
the spreading of the Happy Pinger 
Gospel throughout the land, 


Sergeant Lunk looks for a long moment into her eyes. She 
seems to believe what she has told him, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
I...f'm sorry, mem, 


TERWILLIGER 
Then let there be no more nonsense, 
young man! IT'il overlook your 
insubordination this time, But, 
in the future, if you ever hope to 
win @ promotion in my army, never 
forget that Duty is Duty! Remember 
what it says right here on page one 
of your Soldier's Handbook! (cont'd) 


in Hitlerian anguish. Sergeant Lunk 
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TERWILLIGER (cont'd) 

(picks up a handbook, 

opens it and reads) 
'The soldier's oath: He swears 
this vow, He won't ask why. He 
won't ask how. He won't ask what.. 
He watt ask which, He just obeys 
end serves his hitch.' Now, 
get back to your busses and wait 
for further orders! 


He hurls the book across the desk at Lunk, Lunk catches it. 
He salutes, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Thenk you, sir. 


TERWILLLIGER 
Duty is Duty! 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Duty is Duty! 


He ebout-faces and marches down the manhole in the floor. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(watching him go) 
Poor mant There have been a 
frightful lot of rumors. 


TERWILLIGER 
(eyeing her cicsely) 
Mrs. Collins....These rumors 
aren't effecting you....? 


MRS. COLLINS 
(hesitating a moment) 
Why, of course not, Doctor 
Terwilliger. How could they? 


She starts toward her room. As she reaches the door, she 
stops and presses her hand to her forehead. (MUSIC: 
Schizophrenic Motif of conflict and indecision.) 


TERWILLIGER 
(his eyes glued 
on her) 
Head feel funny again, Mrs. 
Collins? 


She doesn't answer. Suspicion end fear are creeping into 
her face, 
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TERWILLIGER 
All mixed up @égain, Mrs. Collins? 
How long since I've given you a 
treatment, Mrs. Collins? 


He steps to her side. He clamps his hand on her wrist. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(cringing) 
I don't want a treatment! Please, 
Dr. Terwilliger! 


TERWILLIGER 
Just a little treatment, Mrs. 
Collins... 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER'S FACE 


moving close to Mrs. Collins's. (MUSIC: Hypnotic theremin 
tremolo.) Terwilliger's eyebrows begin to move, 


CLOSE SHOT MRS. COLLINS'S FACE 

Terwilliger's eyebrows (animation) have left his forehead 
and are fluttering in mid-air before her eyes. She stares 
at them as in a trance, 


TERWILLIGER'!S VOICE 
Abba-ka-Dibbrika-Dabbrike-Dilliger 
T-E-R-W. I-L-L illiger 

(singing) 
Don't send my boy to Harvard 
The dying mother said, 
Don't send my boy to Eli Yale, 
I'd rather see him dead, 
Don't send my boy to Stanford. 
My boy is much too cute. 
Just send him to the happy, happy 
Finger Institute. 


The tremolo builds to & epreat drum roll and cymbal 
crash. Mrs. Collins comes to. Her qualms are gone. 
She is dynamo of efficiency. 


TWO SHOT TERWILLIGER AND MRS. COLLINS 


MRS. COLLINS 
Nothing, nothing must stand in 
our way The work for the Happy 
Finger Method must go on. 
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CONTINUED : 


She strides toward her room, Terwilliger smugly watches 
her, and closes his door. 


BART 
behine desk, sees his mother coming, He dashes for the 
manhole, 


DESK FROM MANHOLE 
Mrs. Collins picks up phone. 


MRS. COLLINS 

(very business-like) 
Bessie...here are your final 
instructions. You will have 
your boy ready at five a.m, 
You will pack his suitcase with 
the following objects: Three 
Gozen handkerchiefs. White. 
Two dozen sets of underwear. 
White. One dozen shirts. Also 
white, Tooth brush and tooth 
paste. The color is optional, 
We'll expect your check in the 

“ m@il in the morning. 


Red lights stert flashing all over the television screen 
beside her. 


SOLDIER'S VOICE 
(from screen} 
Bed-check squad! Reporting 
to headquarters! 


CLOSE SHOT 


TELEVISION SCREEN, showing Bed-Check Squad outside of Bart's 
cell. 


SOLDIER 
Bec number one! The boy is not in it! 


MRS. COLLINS 
The boy is not in it..? 


SOLDIER 
The boy is not in it! 


TERWILLIGER RUSHES IN THROUGH DOOR. 


TERWLLLIGER 
The boy is not in it? Sound the alarm! 
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CONTINUED: 


SOLDIER ON SCREEN. He yanks switch on wall. O.S. Scream of 
sirens, 


TWO SHOT, 
TERWILLIGER AND MRS. COLLINS 


TERWILLIGER 
Your son} And you said he coula 
be trusted! 


MRS. COLLINS 
i...l.... 


TERWILLIGER 
Tonight of all nights, Mrs. Collins} 
The very night before my institute 
opens, your son dares to fleunt my 
authority! So he doesn't like the 
neat, clean, comfortable cell I 
have given him! Very well, from now 
on, he won't heve to sleep there, 
From now on, Mrs. Collins, your 
boy sleeps in the dungeons! 


He rushes to the window and yanks back the curtains. Outside, 


on &@ turret, a revolving siren is walling, Terwilliger looks 
cown. 


TERWILLIGER 
Pursuit Squaéron A! Where in 
thunderation are you? 


VOICE (from distance) 


We're working north, sir! From the 
barbed wire on the south side! 


TERWILLIGER 
Mrs. Collins, turn on Searchlights 
number one to fifty, inclusive! 


She hesitates, 


TERWILLIGER 
Mrs. Collins! 


She pulls switch. 
Great stabs of moving searchlights stab the sky. 


DOWN SHOT from window. A military squadron, far below, is 
searching down an alley. 
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CONTINUED : 


TERWILLI GER 
Good. Good. Wherets Pursuit 
Squadron B? 


VOICE (from distance) 


We're working south, sir! From the 
barbed wire on the north side! 


TERWILLIGER 
Mrs. Collins, Searchlights Number 
50 to 90, inclusive} 


More searchlights in the sky. 
DOWN SHOT, ancther angle. Another squedron. Another alley. 


TERWILLIGER 
Twin Guards! Where are you? 
Judson! Whitney! 


JUDSON'S VOICE 
(frou distance) 
We're down here, Sir! We're 
searching the piano! 


DOWN SHOT, PIANO COURTYARD, The twins are skating arabesques, 
up and down the base of the piano, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Idiots! The piano is the last place 
he would hide. Search the alleys! 
Beat the bushes! Comb the turrets! 
Shake the trees! 


They skate off, 


SHOT FROM MANHOLE, Bart in f.g, Terwilliger at window. Mrs. 
Collins is standing, numb, at the ecge of the manhole. Her 
skirt is practicaliy over Bartts head, 


TERWILLIGER 
That boy might be anywhere! He night 
even be in this builéing! Mrs. Collins, 
light this building; Pull manifold 
Switch 902! 


Mrs. Collins doesn't move, Bart raises his hand as if to 
erasp her skirt, 


33. 
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TERWILLIGER 


Mrs. Collins! I said pull 
Manifold Switch 9021 


He gives her a quick eyebrow. She walks away from 

the manhole, leaving Bert's hand groping in the air, 

He yanks it back, There is a click of a switch. Bart's 
stairway is flooded with light. In panic, he starts 
to run down it. 


DOWN SHOT into Headquarters Vestibule, Soldiers are coming 
through the swinging doors, heading toward the stairs, 


BART IN MANHOLE. He can't go down. He looks 
into room, 


MRS. COLLINS ROOM FROM MANHOLE. Terwilliger is leaning 
out of the window. Bart's mother is staring, vacantly, at 
Bart's photo on her desk, Bart sneaks up through the 
manhole and heads for the door that the Beanie-makers 

left open. 


INT. DARK CORRIDOR 


Bart races into it. As he runs, it lights up behind him, 
The lights are chasing him, 


INT. DARK ROOM OFF CORRIDOR 
— ee 


Bart ducks into it. It lights up. Inside is a brass fire- 
man's pole. Eart leeps for it and slides through the floor, 


INT. DARK ROOM BELOW 


Bart slides through on pole, this room lights up. 


INT. DARK ROOM BELOW THAT 


It lights up as Bart slides through, 


INT. HEADQUARTERS CELLAR 


End of pole, Bart jumps off. The cellar lights up. A 
henging glove points to a distant hall. Bart races toward 


* 


34. 
INT. HALL 


SWINGING DOOR OFF HALL 


A glove points to a sign on the door. The sign says "IN," 
Bart ducks in. 


INT. DARK CLOSET 


BART 


The closet lights up. 4A glove points to an "OUT" sign on 
the door he has just entered. Bart ducks out. 


FLIGHT OF STAIRS 
A hanging glove points "UP." Bart races up. 


TOP OF STAIRS 
Dark, The lights go on. The stairs end in mid-air. 
A hanging glove points "DOWN." Bart races down. 


INT, DARK CORRIDOR 


BART 

racing down dark corridor. Lights go on. Dead end, Ahead 
of Bart..(if you don't see sketch, you won't understand it).. 
two gloves in the position of folded hands, hang on a wire 
contraption. Contraption animates as if shrugging its 
shoulders. Gloves move, palms up, in @ gesture of futility. 
Bart repeats the gesture, and races back up the corridor. 


A DOOR 
Bart runs to it, pushes it open. 


EXT. MOTOR POOL ROADWAY NIGHT 


Bart emerges from the door into a floce of light. It comes 
from the motor pool across the road. Inside the motor 

pool are a number of school busses, labeled “Terwilliger 
Special," At the gate Sergeant Lunk stands on guard, Bart 
ducks into the shadow of a tree. A light flashes on in a 
loudspeaker at Lunk's elbow. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Dr. Terwilliger calling Sergeant 
Lunk: Dr, Terwilliger calling 
Sergeant Lunk, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
(saluting the loudspeaker) 
Sergeant Lunk reporting to 
Dr. Terwilliger, 
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CONTINUED : 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
No one can seem to locate 
that boy. How many men 
have you there, Sergeant? 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Sir, I have, sir, twelve men 
here, sir, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Leave half of them to guard 
the busses, Take the rest 
and join the search. 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Yes, sir! Duty is Duty! 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
That's the proper spirit, 
Sergeant. Get that boy fast 
and I'll make you a lieutenant, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Yes, sir, Dr.Terwilliger, 
sir: 
(salutes the 
loudspeaker) 
You heer that, fellers? 
itm practically a looie! 


Ad lib voices of soldiers behind him, 


SERGEANT LUNK 
(through gate) 
You, «yOu. eYOUs eae 
Follow me} 


He races down the road, followed by six enormous broken-nosed 
pugs, Bart beats it up the road in the opposite direction, 


EXT. GUARDHOUSE ALLEY 


Bart running. Sound of sirens modulates musically into 
guards' theme song, played at spec-up tempo. Beard 
flapping, they Swing around a corner on their skates, 
Bart turns and flees with the twin guards after him. 


CHASE 

Through & series of semi-surealistic scenes, Bart keeps 
eluding the twins, only to be pursued by the army and 
Lunk's sextette. Intermittently, Bart runs into Fred 
and Jane. 


(See sketches, ‘Mush-Heads through the Ages".) 

At the climax, Bart is being chased by the twins, round 
and round in a shrinking circle of light. The hands 

of the twins are almost on him. Bart reaches down, 
Grabs a stone. He hurls it into the air above hin, 
Giass crash, The scene blacks out. 


FADE OUT: 
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37 - 
FADE IN: 


GREAT PIANO 

Bart is running along the piano!'s shadow, locking for some 
place to hide. He finds a loose board, pulls it back, slips 
inside. 


INT. PIANO 


Into a maze of wire, Bart wedges his body. He sinks back, 
panting. His elbow snags a piano wire. The sound rings out 

ike a hammer on an anvils Bart freezes, - He péers outside 
through the crack in the board. 


PIANO COURTYARD 


THROUGH CRACK 

in darkness, a flashlight fleshes. SWinging around the 
courtyard, it starts moving toward the pieno. It is Serge: 
Lunk. His squad is following hin. 


INT. PIANO 


Bart pulls back as the light stabs through the crack, A 
tense moment. But the tenseness is broken by approaching 
footsteps. The light swings away. 


SERGEANT LUNK!S VOICE 
Healt! who is there? 


ZLBIEDOWSKI'S VOICE 
friend... 


EXT. PIANO COURTYARD 


FROM CRACK 

Zabladowski slips out of the night. Lunk shines his light 
in hie face. Lunk's squed is in the b.g., searching around 
in the shadows. 


ZABIADOWSKT 
(continuing) 
+-.1f you want to call me a 
friend. Many people, of course, 
they don't choose to. 


SERGEANT LUNK 
Where you going, Zabledowski? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(wearily) 

Soldier, for fifty three years 
I have been going. And where is 
it I'm always going? flways 
going to fetch another sink. 
Haven't caught the dangerous 
enemy yet? 
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CLOSER SHOT LUNK AND ZABILDOWSKI 
Lunk shakes his head. 


ZABLEDOWSKI 
Why don't you big boys leave 
the little boys alone? 


LUNK 
See here, Zabladowski, I got 
nothing against the kid. But 
I got my orders. Ever been in 
an army? 


ZABLLDOWSKI 
Sure I have been in lots of 
armies. The Groko~Shuck Army, 
The Gorpsian Army, The Nicodemian 
Army, And, alsc,the Ballupio- 
Bortshikan Army. 


LUNK 
What wes your rank? 


ZLBLADOWSKI 
Plumber. Second Class. 


LUNK 
(snorting) 
That's a fine sort of rank! 


ZABLADOWSKT 
It had its advantages. Saved me 
from having to freternize with 
the officers. 


LUNK 
You be careful what you say about 
officers! When I nab that kid, 
I'll be a lieutenant. And a 
ldieutenant is just one step to 
Captain. A Captain is just one 
step to Major. 


Hollering to his squad. 


(continuing) 
Come on, you lugs! We're Was ting 
time! 


He double-times off, followed by his thugs. 


ZABILADOWSKI 
Happy hunting, Lisutenent Colonel. 


39 
CONTINUED: 


He watches Lunk disappear. Then he looks at his watch, and 
walks 0.8. in the opposite direction. 


CLOSE FOLLOWING SHOT ZABLADOWSKI 
as he walks, 


BART'S VOICE 
(whisper) 
Mr. Zabladowski....! 


CAMERA REVEALS BART, walking in step, tight behind him, 


ZABLADOWSKI 
You...? 


BART 
Me. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
GS away.Go away} You've got 
your- problems. I've got my 
problems. — 


BART 
You've got to help me! I've got 
awful problems! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Everybody's got awful problems. 
The King of Sweden's got awful 
problems. But the King of Sweden, 
does he walk on my heels? Not at 
all, The King cf Sweden, he stays 
in Stockholm, 


BART 
What a pall What 2 frienal 


They have arrived at the door of the sink Depot.Bart follows 
Zabladowski inside, Zebladowski begins assembling a sink. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
I have told you before. I will 
tell you again. The hand of 
Zabladowski is not extended in 
friendship. The hand of Zabladowski 
does not pull, for small monkeys, 
blazing chestnuts out of bonfires, 
The hand of Zabledowski has too 
often been biistered. Go on. 
Give yourself up. Sooner or 
later they will catch you anyhow. 
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BART 
I won't spend the rest of my life 
at that piano! 


ZABALDOWSKI 
The United States Marine Corps 
cannot save you from that piano. 
Look, face the facts. I have only 
twenty sinks to go now. The minute 
I get the last sink installed, then 
the official county sink inspector, 
he inspects. He O-Kays the joint 
as A-1 Sanitary. Then it is legal 
for Terwilliger and your mother to 
bring the kids. This racket is 
insurmountable. Nobody can stop it. 


He shoulders the sink and starts for the door. Bart grabs his 
arn, 


BART 
Say...! Wait a minute! you can! 
You can stop this racket! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(wearily) 
I am 2 plumber. I stop only leaks. 
I have no tools for stopping rackets, 
earthquakes or volcanoes. 


BART 
It's simple! Simple? If you don't 
put the sinks in then they can't 
bring the kids tomorrow! 


_  ZABLADOWSKI 
That is quite correct. If I didn't 
put the sinks fa...but I'm putting 
them in} I am being paid. 


He egain starts for the door. Bart runs ahead and blocks hin, 


BART 
How much you being paid? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Oh...Two thousand pastoolaes,. 


BART 
Two thousand what? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Terwilliger does not pay us in 
American money. He keeps that 
for himself, He pays us in 
Pastoolas, 


CONTINUED : 


He tries to 


Zabladowski 
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brush Bart aside. Bart blocks him again, 


BART 
How much is two thousand pastoolas? 


Sighs, then gets gabby in spite of himself. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Questions! Questions! Oh well, 
if you must know..the currency, 
here, is somewhat queer. First, 
in small money, there come the 
Drakmids. At the regular normal 
rate of exchange, there are fifty- 
nine Drakmids to every silver Zlobek. 
And three silver Zlobeks make a 
golden Kratchmuk. A Pastoola, 
normally, is forty-four thousand 
Kratchmuks, But these, they tell 
me, are not normal times. The 
Pastoola, you see, has been 
considerably devaluated, 


BART 
Pastoolas! Pastoolas!i Forget 
the pastoolas! How much does 
your pay amount tc in American? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Precisely twenty bucks, American, 
Now, please, boy! You are costing 
me monéyr— 


Tries to move on, Bart blocks him again. 


BART 
Twenty bucks! Is that all he's 
paying you? ; 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(brushing him off) 
That is the loc&l wage scale, 
Show me @ better job and I 
will take it. 


BART 
You will ? 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Sure, sure, sure, sure, 


BART 
Will you shake on that? 


CONTINUED : 


He gives him quick handshake to get rid of hin, 


starts off. 


ZABLADOWSKT 
Sure, sure, sure, sure, 


BART 
(commanding) 
You come back here! 
ZABLADOWSKL 
Why? 
BART 


Youtre working for me now, 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Working for you now? 


BART 


I'm paying you thirty bucks. 


To take the sinks out! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(trappec) 


What! 30 Bucks...? Sinks out...? 
This..This is nonsensical 


child-tongue talk! 


BART 
You shook, didnit you? 
ZABLANDOWSKI 
(trying tc get 
off the hook) 
You haven't thirty bucks. 


BART 
I have thirty bucks! 


ZABLADOWSEL 


All right: Show me. Give me 


your thirty bucks. 


BART 
(taking out pencil 
and paper) 


I'll write you an 1.0.0. right 


away. 


ZABLADOWSKL 


You'll write me a what right 


away? 
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and again 
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BART 
An I,0.U. My money's at home. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Hah} At home! In @ piggy bank, 
I suppose! 


BART 
(getting sore) 
Don't you trust me? I've got it, 
I tell ya! It's in a cigar 
box! In my second bureau drawer 
from the top! On the right hand 
Side! Right under my T-Shirts}! 


ZABLADOWSKI 

(sighing with relief) 
The deal is out. I am not 
ittvolved, I quote you from the 
Plumbers! By-Laws as formulated 
by the Board of Regents of the 
Viada-omchuk Academy for Fine 
Plumbing Arts, Financial Matters, 
By-Law One: No cigar boxes, 
By-law two: All dealings cash, 
Aside, boy! Our economic 
negotiations have collapsed}! 


He hoists up the sink again and strides out of the door. 
Bart stands looking at him, completely crestfallen, 
SINK DEPOT COURTYARD CLOSE FOLLOWING SHOT 
Zabladowski walking. 
BART'S VOICE (0.S.) 
(whisper) 
Oh, Mr, Zabladowski.... 


CAMERA INCLUDES BART, walking on his heels under the sink, 


ZABLADOWSKL 
You, again? 

BART 
Me, again . 

ZABLADOWSKLI 
Without cold cash, I am not 
involved. 

BART 


If I do get the cash, you will 
take the sinks out? 
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ZABLADOWSKI 
(brush off) 
Sure, sure, sure, sure.., 


BART 
I'll see you later, Mr. Zabladowski. 
I'm going to get it! And I know 
where! : 


ZABLADOWSEL 
Sure, sure, sure, sure... 


They have reached an alley fork. Zabladowski 
strides into the left fork anda disappears, 
Bert pauses a moment to get his bearings. Then, determined 
and grim, he starts down the other alley. 


As he starts, he hears the screech of the Twin Guards! skates, 
Quickly, he pulls into a shadow, The guards appear from up 
the alley, whizz past and disappear o.s,. 


Bart comes out of the shadow, hitches up his belt and 
proceeds with determination, 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. MRS. COLLINS' ROOM 


FROM MANHOLE IN THE FLOOR. 

Bart's head comes into view, The room is empty, but there is 
an 0,8, sound of &@ small electric motor, Bart looks around. 
Through Terwilliger's door, he sees what he is after...the big 


table covered with money. Bart takes his pencil and paper 
and writes. 


(writing) 
I1.0.U. Thirty Dollars. Bart Collins, 


Clutching the paper in his fist, he crawls from hole and 
starts toward the money. © s. voices freeze him in his tracks. 


MRS. COLLINS VOICE 
Now, please, Dr. Terwilliger. 
Sit still. Relax, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
I can't relax until that boy has 
been captured! 


MRS. COLLINS VOICE 
He will be captured. Your army is 
taking care of it. Our job is taking 
care of your arm. It ust be in the 
pink of condition tomorrow morning, 


CONTINUED : 
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Clutching the 1.0.U., Bart, moving closer, gets a view 
inside. 


Doctor Terwilliger is sitting with his right sleeve rolled 


upe 


He 


is holding his baton in the air. Mrs. Collins is 


massaging his arm with an electrical vibrator, During their 
dialogue, Bart sneaks into the room...inches his way toward 
the money hiding behind a succession of bookcase pillars. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Your baton arm is your most 
priceless possession. It must 
heve its massage, And then 
you must sleep. 


TERWILLIGER 
I won't go to bed 'til that boy 
has been captured! : 


MRS. COLLINS 
But, Doctor Terwilliger, think 
of tomorrow, Whatever happens, 
you must get some sleep. 


TERWILLIGER 
Bahn! Napoleon never slept more 
than four hours a night! 


MRS. COLLINS 
But your job is bigger, Doctor 
Terwilliger. Napoleon never . 
directed five hundred boys at 
one piano, 


TERWILLIGER 
Hommm., That is true, Mrs. 
Collins.Sey, you know, that is a 
beautiful arm. = 


She finishes the massage, and turns off the motor, 


MRS. COLLINS 
There, now. Get off to bed. 
I'll see that this money gets 
put away. 


TERWILLIGER 
Mrs. Collins, Are you sure 
your little head is working 
all right now? 


MRS. COLLINS 
Why, certainly. That lest 
treatment you gave me.... 
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TERWILLI GER 
You know, those treatments 
sometimes wear off. Sometimes 
you get to thinking about your 
son. 


MRS. COLLINS 
My only loyalty is to you, 
Doctor Terwilliger, 


TERWILLIGER 
iI noticed your son's picture 
Still in there on your desk, 


MRS. COLLINS 
iI told you I would destroy it. 
I've just been too busy. My 
son, I assure you, no longer 
means & thing. To me, now 
he's just another boy for 
your piano, 


TERWLLLIGER 
Well spoken, Mrs. Collins. Now 
I think 1 will get myself a 
little beauty sleep. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Happy dreams, Doctor Terwilliger. 


TERWILLIGER 
Happy fingers, Mrs. Collins. 


Wheeling the money table like a tea cart, Mrs. Collins enters 
her room. Eyeing her sharply, Terwilliger slowly walks into 
his adjoining bedroom, Bart is left alone in Terwilliger's 
office. 


MRS. COLLINS OFFICE 

Mrs, Collins wheels the table to the edge of her desk, She 
stops, picks @ voucher paper off the top of the money. She 
studies it. Leaving the table, Mrs. Collins takes the 
paper to her desk, Bart, watching, sneaks in from 
Terwilliger's room and hides under a segment of the desk. 


ANOTHER ANGLE, MRS. COLLINS 
at desk, working on @ tabulating machine. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(humming pleasantly) 
Ten little dancing maidens 
Dancing, oh so fine.... 
(severe, business-like) 
Four thousand, two hundred and fifty} 
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MRS. COLLINS (cont'd) 
(humming pleasantly) 
Ten litle fingers and... 
(severe, business-like) 
Sixteen thousand, seven hundred 
and ninety-five! 


Her eyes fall on two framed photos on her desk. OCne is of 
Terwilliger. The other is Bart's, She looks slowly from one 
to the other, Then, very matter of factly, she takes Bart's 
picture out of its freme., Without emotion, she lights it 
with her cigarette lighter, holds it in her hand and watches 
it burn, 


BART 

watches completely dejected, Then, eyeing the money 
just a few feet away, he sets his jaw and crawls toward 
the table, 


CLOSE SHOT BART AND MONEY TABLE 

He reaches up with one hand and starts to drop the I.0.U. 
With his other hand he starts to grab a pile of bills. 
Sound of Mrs. Collins dialing phone o.s. Bart freezes, 


CAMERA INCLUDES Mrs, Collins at phone, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Hello...,Safe deposit? Collins 
speaking. Money's ready. You 
may send the men now, 


She picks up the voucher and walks to the table, Bart 

Gucks under it. Mrs. Collins lays the voucher on the 

money. Then she wheels the table across the room, Bart has 
to go along, underneath it, on his hands and knees. Mrs. 
Collins leaves the table beside a door, and starts back 

to her desk, 


DESK BART aND TABLE IN F.G. 

Mrs. Collins seats herself. Bart reises himself behind the 
table, and reaches out toward the money. As he does so, 
Mrs, Collins stares at the empty picture frame on her desk, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Heavens! I burned it..but it's 
still there! 
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CLOSE SHOT MRS. COLLINS AND FRAME 

Bart's face, from across the room, is being reflected on 
the glass. It is in the same pose as wes the picture she 
has just destroyed, Mrs. Collins claps her hand to her 
forehead. Music: Indecision Motif. 


MRS. COLLINS 
It's you! You've come back! 


As she stares at his reflection, Bart lds, frozen, his 
hand still stretched out for the money, 


MRS. COLLINS 
I knew you'd come back. 


Music: Terwilliger Oppression Motif comes in. Mrs. Collins's 
head turns toward the picture of Terwilliger. Then the 
Indecision Motif pulls her head back towards Bart's frame. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(continuing) 
He can't, he can't, he can't 
keep us apart! 


Music: Oppression Motif, stronger. Her head turns back 
toward Terwilliger's frame. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(continuing) 

My only loyalty is to you, 
Doctor Terwilliger. 


The two musical themes battle, drawing her head from one 
picture to another. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(continuing 
I can't have both..I must 
choose one,..i can't decide... 
I can't decide! 


The music builds into a snarl of conflict. 


MRS. COLLINS 

(continuing; singing) 
I'm so mixed up, so befuddled 
I coulé cry... 
Should I take the blue-plate 
special or the chicken pot pie? 
Oh, this awful indecision! My 
poor brain is in a smudge... 
Should I take the box of chocolate 
creams or should I take the fudge? 
Should I take the black lace 
underweare.ae 
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MRS. COLLINS (cont'd) 
Or should I take the pink? 
Should I take the beaver jacket 
Or should I take the mink? 
Oh, chicken pot pie! Oh, chicken 
pot pie! 
Should I take the blue-plate 
speciai or the chicken pot pie? 


My heéd's snarled up in awful 
traffic jam... 

Should I take the roast prime 

ribs of beef or should I take 

the ham? 

Should I take the plain gray 
stockings or the stockings with 
the clocks? 

Should I take the Bourbon high- 
ball, or the Bourbon on the rocks? 
Should I take the train to Dayton... 
Or the plane to Boston, Mass? 
Should I take the novocaine, 

Or should I take the gas? 

Oh, chicken pot pie! Oh, chicken 
pot pie! 

Should I take the blue-plate 
Special or the chicken pot pie? 


During her song, Bart, behind the teble, has been sharing 
her confusion... starting toward her with hope, then cringing 
back in fear. At the end of the sang, they both end up in an 
identical stance of anguished indecision, 

Sound of knock on door behind Bart, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Come in, 


Bart ducks back under table. Door opens, In march two men 
in bank guard uniforms, One on each side of the table, they 
wheel it out of the door between them. Bart has to go 
along underneath, 


INT. CORRIDOR 


FOLLOWING SHOT 

Guards wheeling table. Bart, from underneath, sneaks up his 
hend. He is about to snatch a pile of bills off the table, 
when the wagon comes to a torn up section in the floor, 

The wagon straddles it, but Bart finds himself walking 
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beneath in a ditch, The Gitch slopes down until Bart's hand 
disappears, Then, as it slopes up again, Bart's hand 

&gain comes into view. The floor becomes normal, He 

Once more almost gets his hands on the money. Then 

he looks ahead. He makes a frightened take, 


SHOT DOWN CORRIDOR FROM UNDER MOVING TABLE 

Bart's dog is ‘Sitting in the center of the passage, Bart, 
frantic, motions him to get out of the way. The dog pays no 
attention. The table approaches the Gog. It passes over hin, 
Bart, blocked by the dog, is left behind, 


The dog starts barking, The messengers turn. They see Bart. 
They chase hin, 


(This builds into a chase, faster than the first one, also 
involving the Twins, the Army, the Mush-heads and Lunk, 

Bart finally eludes his pursuers in the Sink Depot Courtyard. 
He heads for the lighted door.) 


INT. SINK DEPOT 
Zabledowski is assembling a sink, As Bart rushes in, we see 
that the seat of his pants has been badly ripped during the 


chase. Zabladowski looks up ét him, shakes his head, resumes 
his work. 


(panting) 
Mr. Zabladowski! I almost got 
it: I had it in my hands! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(trying to be bored) 
You had what, where, why in you 
hands? 


BART 
The money! The money to pay you 
to take the sinks out! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(snorting) 
Sinks out! 
(he looks at Bartts 
epen seat) 
Xou are out! The clothing habits 
of the modern chila! 


BART 


How many more sinks you got left 
to put in? 
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Ignoring him, Zabladowski looks at Bart's seat again, He 
is trying .not to appear concerned, 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Shoulda I, as 2 boy, appear like 
that on the public streets of the 
city of Vlada-omchuk, my father 
you know what he would say? 


BART 
(counting sinks) 
6..7..8..9..Jeepers! Only nine 
more sinks to go! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Quiet, blabber-maker! I have 
asked you, you know what ny 
father would sey? 


BART 


ZABLADOWSKL 
My father, he would say: 
"Zumzerut! Shinstra!l Zabladowski! 
Nibreekal Zumzcrut: 


BART 
- What's that mean? 


ZABLADOWSKL 
That means, "Kids! Deliver me, 
42abdladowski, Trom Kids?! "Do not 
come around here! “Go on, give 
yourself up! 


Angrily, he turns his back and resumes working, Bart steps 
closer, 


BART 
(quietly) 
Where else could I raise some 
money? 
ZABLADOWSKL 


That is no affair of mine}! 


BART 
You promised to take the sinks out 
if I brought you the money. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Unfortunately, yes, But I did not 
sontract to help you raise The money! 
People only help friends and, 
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ZABLADOWSKI (cont'd) 
occasionally, members of their 
family. You are not 2 member 
of the Zabledowski family. You 
are no kin, You are not even 
a@ kith, 


BART 
Who's got money? I'll try anything! 
Just give me a lead! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
I know NO one who has any money. 


BART 
All vight for youl I'll get it 
somewhere ! 


He starts for door, Zebledowski, staring concerned at 
Bart's pants, reaches out a hand ang stops him, 


ZABLADOWSKE 
You are going out publicly in this 
condition? 

BART 


Why should YOU care? 


Holding Bart with one hand, Zabladowski reaches into his 
tool kit with the other, He brings up @ sewing basket, with 
an embroidered monogram "Z". 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(trying to be offhand) 
Who said I care? 


He takes a threaded horse-blanket needle out of the basket. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
This is not a service to you, 
This is & public service. For 
the decency of the community. 


He begins sewing the hole in Bart's pants, Bart looks over 
his shoulder. He decides to play on Zabladowski. 
BART 
(pleading) 
Oh, Mr. Zabladowski... 


ZABLADOWSEL 
Hold still! 


BART 
Where else could I raise the money? 
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ZABLADOWSKI 
When I am finished, you begin to 
make sense! You surrénderf You 


look up Colonel Lunk! 


BART 
Has Lunk got any money? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Lunk has NO money. You go to him, 
Surrender. 


BART 
WHY hasn't Lunk got any money? 


ZABLADOWSKE 
{getting sucked in) 

He is a very bad poker player... 
You go to him. Surrender. 


BART 
(bearing down) 
Lunk lost his money playing poker? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Two aces Go not beat three kings. 


BART 
(playing him) 
Who had the three kings? 


ZABLADOVSEKL 
If it is any of your business, i 
had the three kings. 


BART 
You won the pot? 


ZABLADOWSKIL 
If it is any of your business, 
ZI did NOT win the pot, Three kings 
do not beat a flush. 


BART 

WHO won the pot? 
ZABLADOWSKL 

Hold still! You will get needled! 
BART 

Who won the pot? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
The man with the flush, of course. 
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Who had the flush of course? 
ZABLADOWSKI 
They cheat, I think, They work 
together. They pass around cards 
beneath their whiskers. 
BART 
Ant Beneath their whiskers! 


Zabladowski finishes sewing. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
You are sewed up. Go away now! 
BART 
grinning) 
You bet I'il go away now! 
ZABLADOWSKL 
Huh,..? What are you leughing 
at? 
BART 


Thanks, Mr, Zabladowski! Thanks 
a lot for the lead! 


Spirits up, he runs out of the door. Zabladowski, worried, 
hurriedly picks up his sinks and follows. 


CELL BLOCK COURTYARD 


FOLLOWING SHOT BART 


hiking along briskly, looking left to right in search of 
someone, 


ZABLADOWSKI'S VOICE (0.S.) 
Sey! Young fellow! 


BART 
(turning) 
Yous. .e? 


Zabladowski hurries up behind him, worried. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Me. And co not monkey with those 
whiskered twin guards. They are 
tough, They will not accept 
your I.0.0. 
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BART 
(cocky) 
I'll write ‘em twin I.0.U.'s. 
I gotta get that money! I'm 
gonna beat this racket! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Shhhhi They are very near here! 


BART 
Really? Thanks. I didn't know. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Shhhh! They would be down at 
the machine. 


They have reached a corner, Nervously, Zabladowski peers 
around it. 


BART 
The machine? 


Bart peers around the corner, 


FROM CORNER PORTION OF PIANO COURTYARD 

Zebladowski and Bart, in f.g. are peering eround it. In beg. 
the twins are standing at a Gothic Coke Dispensing Machine, 
It bears a sign, "Pickle Juice", 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(whisper) 
The pickle juice machine. They 
knock off for a snort every night 
about this time, 


In a precise routine, each twin takes out a pocketbook, 
extracts & coin and drops it in, Whirring sounds. Flashing 
lights. Two mechanized hands pop out, handing each twin a 
péper cup. They drink, Then, simultaneously, they make 
blissfully sour faces. 


BART 
(whisper. Not so 
sure of himself) 
Ch-oh} This isn't going to 
be easy! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(whisper ) 
This 1s going to be impossible! 
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BART 
(angry whisper) 
Oh, you think so, do you? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(angry whisper) 
Me, I think nothing! I will 
not get involved! 


BART 
(very angry whisper) 
O.K. Get out of here! 
I'm going to borrow their 
money! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(angrier whisper) 
O.K. I AM out of here} 
Go ahead AND borrow their 
money! 


His head pulls out of scene. Suddenly alone again, he looks 
forlorn, at Zabledowski disappearing o.s. 


CLOSE SHOT BART 
He looks back toward the twins. He steels himself and 
starts in their direction. 


CLOSER SHOT TWINS AT MACHINE 

Bart appears in the f.g., wondering how to proceed. He looks 
around for an idea, CAMERA SWINGS, REVEALING grove of trees. 
Bart gets his idea, CAMERA SWINGS BACK, INCLUDING the guards, 
Bart takes a deep breath, 


BART 
(yelling at them) 
Yahhhh! Yahhhh! 


The twins whirl around. Bart puts his hand under his chin 
and taunts them by making insolent "goat's whiskers." 


BART 
(continuing) 
Yahh! Yahh! Yahh! Yahh! 


He is daring them to chase him. They do. Like a bat out of 
hell. (MUSIC: fast arrangement of their motif, this time 
composed if spurts and stops.) 

Bart spurts into the grove. The guards spurt in after him, 
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INT. GROVE 


The trees are very close together. The guards are doing 
some pretty fancy footwork to keep their beard from getting 
Snagged, They've lost Bart. They stop. Music stops. 


BART'S VOICE 
Yanhhi Yehhh! Yahbhh! Yahhbhh! 


They spy him o.s. They spurt again, The music spurts with 
them, They cross a clearing toward a second grove of trees. 
These are even closer together. 


INT. SECOND GROVE 


Guards weaving like crazy among the trunks, Only by 
miracles does their beard escape entanglement, Then, again, 
they've lost Bart. They and the music Stop. 


BART'S VOICE 
Yahi Yah! Yah! Yah! Yah! 


The guards start across another clearing toward: 


EXT. A THIRD GROVE 


These trees are practically touching. As the guards go in, 
the CAMERA HOLDS outside. (Sound: great crash.) The music 
stops. CAMERA PANS INTO GROVE, DISCLOSING TWINS. Their 
beard is hopelessly tangled around 4 tree trunk, They are 
completely helpless. Cocky, Bart enters, giving them the 
goat's whiskers business. Then, very Geliberately, he sits 
down and starts writing two I.0.U.'s. 


CLOSE SHOT GUARDS 
Bart is not visible. 


JUDSON 
impossible situation, Whitney. 


WHITNEY 
Lamentable situation, Judson. 


Then, quite casually, each lifts a finger to the beard. 
Like master magicians solving a knotted-rope trick, 
they give the beerd s tiny flick. The beard falis free, 


GUARDS AND BART 

They stand smiling down at him archly. They reach out to 
grab him. Bart races off stage in terror, (Sound: great 
off-stage splash, ) CAMERA PANS, INCLUDING pond. A ripple 
is spreading across the surface. The guards race on scene, 
They dive into the pond. 


58. 


WATER BART SWIMMING 
pursued by the guards. Bart looks o.s. ahead, 


BART 
Jane! Fred! Help! Help. 


INT. FLOATING GONDOLA 


Inside are the lovers in Venetian costume, Fred, with a 
guitar is singing a corny love song to Jane, who languishes 
sensuously on silken cushions amidships. 


FRED 
(singing) 
Oh, tell me do you yearn for me? 
Oh, tell me do you burn for me? 
Oh, tell me, do you churn for me? 
Oh, lover, lover, mine? 


Bart swims up to the gondola, 


BART 
Jane! dene! Give me 4 hand! 


Jane ignores hin. 


JANE 
(singing) 
Oh, tell me, you whom I desire, 
Ch, teil me do you still breathe fire? 
The fire, the fire that I require 
Oh, lover, lover, mine? 


The guards, swimming up, are about to collar Bart. 
BART 
Pred! PLEASE! Put down that 
banjo! 
Fred ignores him, Jane stands up and they start to dance, 
Angrily, Bart tips over the gondola. The heads of the 
unperturbed lovers come to the surface, 
JANE AND FRED 
(singing) 
The fire, the fire that I require, 
Oh, lover, Lover mine! 
They kiss. 
Bart swims 0.8. pursued by the twins. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


59. 
INT. SINK DEPOT 


Bart enters, dripping wet. Zabladowski, at a sink, looks up. 
Bart rushes in, looking for friendship. He starts to speak, 
Anticipating his lines, Zabladowski, sarcastically, speaks 
them with hin, 


BART AND ZABLADOWSKI 
Oh, Mr. Zabladowski! 


Bart glares at him. Starts over again. Zabladowski knows 
what's coming. 


BART AND ZABLADOWSKI 
I almost got the money! I had 
it in my hands! 
Bart is really sore, 


BART 
Stop talking like a perrot! 


Zabladowski turns his back, Bart is tense, worried about 


time. 
BART 
How many sinks you got left to 
put in? 
ZABLADOWSKLI 


You are not smart enough to count 
up to three...? 


He points to wall where remaining sinks are hanging. 


ANOTHER ANGLE THREE SINKS ON WALL 
Bart, counting, jittery, in the f.g. 


BART 
Cne...two....three.,.! 


CLOSE SHOT ZABLADOWSKI 
locking up at Bart in b.g. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Remarkable! You are a genius! 
A mathematical collusus! A Dr. 
Einstein! And you know what 
happens when the last sink gets in? 
Then the official county sink 
Inspector, he inspects, He... 


Bart, sarcastically, takes over. 


60. 
CONTINUED: 
Bart, sarcastically, takes over. 


BART 
»..0-Kays the joint as A-1 
Sanitary. Then it is legal for 
my mother and Terwilliger to bring 
the kids! 


ZABLADOWSKE 
(sore) 
Very well! Now you be the parrot! 
But the fact rem@ins, you five 
hundred kids, you will all be 
practicing at that piano tomorrow 
morning. Twelve hours every day... 


BART 
---three hundred and sixty-five 
days every year! That's what 
you think, Mr. Zabladowski! 
Im going to stop this racket! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
You are going to t out of my hair! 
I have nad énough! Ian filled up 
way past here! 
(indicates top of forehead) 
You, you are going to the dungeon! 


This time, 1, Zabladowski, I will 
turn you in myself! 


He leaps up, grabs Bart by the arm, and starts to pull him to 
the door. Then he notices that Bart is wet. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Moisture..? Wetness...? 
BART 
(sarcastic) 
I just swum the English Channel. 
ZABLADOWSEI 
(concerned) 


At this time of year! With 
influenza lurking ready to pounce 
around each corner! You.... you 
will get out of those clothes! 


He pulls Bart's shirt off, 


BART 
(amused) 
I thought you were going to turn 
me in. 


él, 
CONTINUED : 


Afngrily, Zabladowski yanks Bart behind a sink. He turns 
him on end. Yanks off his pents, his stockings, gets him 
down to nothing. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
{as he undresses him) 

Just a8 soon as you are dry, I 
will turn you in! Not that I care 
about your health one hoot, one fig, 
two pennies. or one iota! It is 
those other people who will sleep 
beside you in the dungeon. You 
bring them influenza, you should 
be ashamed! 


From his tool box he snatches a huge pink towel, with a baby 
blue "2" embroidered in the center, He flings it at Bart, 


who starts to dry himself. Bart studies him. Decides to 
play him again, 


BART 
If you give me one more lead, 
this time I will get the money. 


Ignoring him, Zabladowski hangs his wet clothes on a string, 


BART 
You and me, we could beat 
Terwilliger, together. 


Ignoring him, Zabladowski lights his blow torch, He stands 
it carefully beside Bart's clothes io ary them, 


BART 
I'll get the money to pay you! 
Just tell me where it is! 


Zabladowski is on the verge of weakening, He looks anguished 
at the ceiling. Then looks out of the door. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Ah, this will end my problems, 
Here comes that fine soldier, 
General Lunk. 


Bart, frightened, ducks behind sink, 


BART 
Don't you dare to turn me in! 


OUTSIDE THE DOOR 

Lunk limps into view. His feet are hurting him, He looks 
through the door. Sees Zabladowski and glowers unpleasantly. 
Then he sits down and pulls off his boots. 


62. 
CONTINUED : 


LUNK 
(painfully) 
Ten little dancing maidens, 
dancing oh so fine, 
Ten aching tootsiés and they're 
mine, all mine. 


He produces a can of G.1. foot-powder and sprinkles it in 
his boots, 


ANOTHER ANGLE BART AND ZABLADOWSKI 
tunk through door in b.g. 


BART 
(worried, pleading - 
whisper) 
You wouldn't dare turn me in! 


Z&BLADOWSKL 
(whisper ) 
You do not think so? 


He turns toward door, 


Z&BLADOWSEL 
(calling) 
Will you come inside, kindly, 
Lieutenant General Lunk? 


CLOSE SHOT LUNK 
wheeling around, 


LUNK 
Lieutenant General? Sc you 
think thet's funny! Well, let 
me tell you, when I get that kid, 
Terwilliger will make me a 
Lieutenant General! 


ANOTHER ANGLE ZABLADOWSKT AND LUNK 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Then come inside, I will show 
You something, 


LUNK 
(jumping up) 
You Imow where the kid is? 


63. 
CONTINUED: 


He rushes inside. Gives a quick look around. Can't see 
Bart, or Bart's drying clothes. 


LUNK 
(drawing his gun) 
Where is he? Where is he? 


ANOTHER ANGLE BART 

hiding tensely behind the Sink, is looking up trying to 
appeal to Zabladowski, Zabladowski, fighting to keep hard, 
is trying to avoid looking Bart in the eye. 


LUNK 
Don't stand there like a plumber! 
Where is that kid? 


Zabladowski lets his eyes look down at Bart for one split 
Second. Zabladowski melts, 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(to Lunk) 
What kid? 
LUNE 


You were showing me the kid! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
No...no, General Lunk. I was 
showing you 2,..a song. And,quite 
by coincidence, it is here..Yright 
there, Right down here in my - 
my little tool kit, 


He fumbles in kit, comes up with ea copy of the "Plumbers! 
Gazette", He holds it so Lunk cart see what it is. 


LUNK 
Plumber, have you gone off 
your rocker? 


ZABLADOWSKIL 
(sweating to keep going) 
Not at all. Itis a very sane 
business proposition. You hear 
my song, You like my song. You 
sell it to Terwilliger. We split 
the profits 50-50..yes? 


LUNK 
(getting interested) 
Hmm, I could sell it to the ola 
boy, if It's” good. Terwilliger 
and I, you know, wetre like this, 


CONTINUED : 
Lunk puts fingers together. 


ZABLADOWSKE 
You will listen. You will like it, 
Or, maybe it is better, you hear 
it some other time, 


Tries to lead Lunk to the door. 
LUNK 
(sitting down) 
I'll hear it now. 


ZABLADOWSKLI 
Very well. Now, 


He looks nervously at the Plumbers! Gazette, then he 
improvising, During the singing of the entire song, 
is confused, trying to decide whether he likes it or 
He keeps moving around the room. Zabladowski has to 
maneuvering, to keep his body between Lunk and Bart, 


Lunk and Bart's clothes, 


-ZABLADOWSKLI 

(singing - slow dirge) 
Oh, the sadness of existence 
In this grim and gruesome life, 
in this world of woeful misery 
And fearful, tearful strife! 
People worry, worry, worry, worry, 
Worry night and day. 
But when it comes to worry, brother, 
Here is what I say... 

(sey end pixie) 
If you've really got to worry 
Pick a worry worth your while... 
Like-afreckle on a pigmy 
On an undiscovered isle, 
For the freckle on a pigny 
On an island, you will find, 
Is the perfect kind of worry 
That will not disturb your mina. 


He is now standing beside Bart, 


EART 
(whispering) 
Thanks for saving me, pal. 


64, 


sings, 
Lunk 
not, 
keep 
and 


Zabladowski shoots him a look of hatred. Lunk is approach- 


ing. dZabladowski resumes Singing, backing him away. 


65. 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKL 

(slow dirge) 
As a boy in Vlada-omehuk 
In the mountains of Unk-Kroodles, 
I worked on an assembly line, 
Assembling purple noodles. 
Oh, those noodles were disgraceful 
For we made them out of wood. 
But those noodles never worried me, 
Such worries never could, 

(gay and pixie) 
If you've really got to worry, 
Pick a worry worth your while, 
Like the freckle on a pigny 
On an undiscovered isle. 
You can worry what would happen 
If his freckles should increase. 
It's a happy sort of worry 
That will not disturb your peace. 


Bart starts reaching out for his clothes. He starts dressing. 
Zabladowski, frantic, has to maneuver to cover up. 


ZABLADOWSKE 
(slow dirge) 
As a lad in Vlada-omchuk 
I once loved a lovely lass. 
But she was born above me 
In a higher social class. 
Her father would not have 
A noodle maker for a son. 
But I didn't even worry 
When he shot me with his gun, 
(gay and pixie) 
If you've really got to worry 
Pick a worry worth your while, 
Like the freckle on @ pipmy 
On an undiscovered isle, 
TWO freckles on his forehead, 
We can worry with delight. 
You worry ‘bow the left one. 
And I'll worry ‘bout the right. 


He is back near Bart. 
BART 
(whisper) 


But I AM worried. If I don't 
get that money..., 


66, 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKL 

(slow dirge) 
Why, once in Vlada-omchuk 
Where my noodle business flourished, 
I made some poisoned noodles 
And a thousand people perished, 
Then they sent me to the salt mines 
Of Siberia, Ten years. 
But did I start to worry then? 
Oh, no! Not me, my dears! 

(gay and pixie) 
If you've really got to worry, 
Pick a worry worth your while 
Like that freckle on that pigny 
On that undiscovered isle, 
You can worry 'bout that freckle 
Winter, summer, Spring and fall, 
And your hair, they say, it won't turn gray, 
It won't turn gray at all, 


LUNK 
My hair will fall OUT, if you dontt 
Stop singing! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
You don't like it so far? You 
just wait. There are fifty-five 
more verses, 


LUNK 
You can stuff them down your 
Grain pipes! 


He steliks to the door, As he goes: 


LUNE 

(continuing) 
Singing stuff like that to me! 
A potential five star general! 


He exits, 


BART 
(very calmly) 
Now, about that lead you're going 
to give me, 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(exploding) 
You get out of here! I detest 
your visual image}! 


BART 


(smug) 
You gotta give me the lead now. 


CONTINUED ; 


ZABLADOWSKT 
I shall not get involved! 


BART 
(blackmailing him) 
Oh, you shall not, shan't you? 
Suppose I tell GeneralLunk you 
saved me? Then you'll go to 
the dungeon, toof 


ZABLADOWSKI 
You would double-cross me? 


Zabladowski begins pacing like a céged lion, 


BART 
Where do 1 go to find the money? 
ZABLADOWSKEL 
You'll never get the money in 
time. 
BART 


Where do I go to find the money? 


ZABLADOWSEL 
You four foot tray of assorted 
arsenic-flevored pastry! You are 
trouble-a-la-king with french fried 
paris-green potatoes! 


BART 
Where do I go to find the money? 


ZABLADOWSKI 

(bursting) 
WHERE DO I GO TO FIND THE MONEY. 
WHERE DO I GO TO FIND THE MONEY, 
I will tell you where you will 
find the money! And that will 
be the finish of your pestering 
of Zabladowski! You imow Dr, 
Terwilliger's bedroom? 


Bart nods, uneasy. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(continuing) 

in his bedroom, and only a woozy- 
headed nincompoop would go there, 
it so by chance happens I mow 
where he hides cash, Behind his 
bed there stands one of those 
gadgets, One of those things 
goes tick, tick, tick... 


68. 
CONTINUED : 


He waggles his finger and clicks like a metronome, 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. TERWILLIGER'S ROOM DARK METRONOME TICKING BEHIND BED. 


Terwilliger is asleep in his canopied bed. He is wearing 
musically-designed pyjamas, Terwilliger is snoring to the 
metronomets beat, 


Bart crawls up through the manhole, With his eyes on the 
metronome, he crawls to the bed, 


Problem: how to reach the metronome. He tiptoes around 
the footboard. He bumps into something. A huge goldfish 
bowl. He grabs it, both arms, to keep it from crashing. 


He shoots a frightened look to see if Terwilliger heard hin, 
Terwilliger moves and rolls over. But he still sleeps, 
snoring to the metronome's beat. 


Bart's arms are breaking from the weight of the fishbowl. 
He strains to get it back on its base, 


CLOSE SHOT BART'S FACE 
pressed tight against the glass. 


REVERSE ANGLE GOLDFISH 
staring back, blowing bubbles. 


With a mighty effort, Bart rights the bowl. He pauses, 
He wipes his brow. Then he looks up in terror, The 
metronome has sucdenly stopped, 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER AND METRONOME 

Terwilliger stops snoring. He is about to awake. Then 
the metronome starts clicking again, It clicks faster 
and Terwilliger, in turn, snores faster, 


LONGER SHOT BART, TERWILLLIGER AND METRONOME 

Bart again tries to get at the machine, But he can't get 
around or under the fishbowl. He backs away. He surveys 
the situation, 


He tiptoes to the headboard, Grasping it with his left hand, 
he leans forward across the bed, directly over the face of 
the snoring maestro, 


69. 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER'S FACE, UNDER BART'S 


Terwilliger stirs. His eyelids quaver. But Bart can't stop 
now. é 


Bart stretches out his hand, but can't quite reach the 
metronome. He stretches further. He manages to catch the 
moving erm with a finger, The metronome stops clicking, 
Terwilliger stops snoring. 


Terrified, Bart releases the arm. The metronome resumes 
clicking, Terwilliger resumes snoring, 


Bart sees he can't get close enough this way. Only thing 
to do is use the headboard for a bridge. He climbs onto 
the headboard..inches toward the metronome. As he 
approaches, he smiles. He sees what he is after, 


CLOSE SHOT METRONOME 
Inside, behind the moving arm, is a roll of greenbacks, 


Problem now: how to get it out without stopping the 
metronome. Bart makes several attempts to snake out the 
money.. but his fingers aren't fast enough to get past 
the arm. 


Then he gets a hunch, He picks a pencil off the table, 

He shekes the pencil, getting the exact tempo of the 
machine, Then as his left hand stops the clicking arm, his 
right hand keeps the rhythm going by tapping on the head- 
board. Terwilliger continues snoring to the beat of the 
pencil. 


Bart slides his left hand down the arm of the metronome, 
He pulls out the money, Then he lets the arm click free, 


Triumphant, he slides back across the headboard, Halfway 
back, he remembers something. He writes out an 1.0.U.- 
moves forward again to the metronome and sticks it on the 
moving arm, He then starts back again across the headboard, 


BART IN MANHOLE TERWILLIGER SNORING IN B.G. 

Bart cockily tosses the bill roll in the air. He catches it, 
Rabbit Maranville fashion, in the pocket of his sweater. 
Making a gleeful, insulting face at Terwilliger, Bart 
disappears down through the manhole. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


70. 
INT. SINK DEPOT 


Zabladowski, his back to door, is assembling the final sink. 
Bart rushes in, triumphantly, with the money in his fist, 


BART 
I got it! 
ZABLADOWSKI 
(sighing) 


You got what? 


BART 
The money, of course 


ZABLADOWSKI 
The money..? The money! 


He wheels around end stares, unbelieving. 


BART 
(snapping) 
Yes, Mr. Zabladowski; Now you're 
taking orders from me! 


He flings the money at Zabiadowski, who catches it and looks 
at it fondly. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Oh, how I do adore fresh young money. 


BART 
(impatient) 
Sure! Sure! Now let's get the 
sinks out! 


Z&BLADOWSKI 
(fondling money) 
What was it the poet said about 


money? 

BART 
Come on! Come on! It's almost 
morning$ 

ZABLADOWSKI 


What WAS it the poet said...? 
&ni He said, and I quote. 
(singing) 

‘Money, money, money, money, 
Money, legal tender, 

It hasn't any sex appeal. 

It hasn't any gender. 

It hasn't any bright blue eyes. 
it has no ruby mouth, 

But 411 the world is kissing it, 
East, west and north and south! 


71. 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKL (cont'd) 


Ah! My most tender passion is my 
passion for legal tender! 


BART 
I know, That'ts ALL you care for, 
NOW, WILL YOU COME ALONG! 


Bart picks up Zabladowski's tool kit and holds it out to him. 
Zabladowski starts to shove the money in his pocket. Then he, 
for the first time looks at the exhausted, nervous boy. 

He avoids his eye, uneasily. Then, slightly ashamed, he 
Givides the roll of bills in half. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Er,..you did work sorta hard 
for it, kid, Here, you take 
half. 


Bart shakes his head. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
What's the matter? 
BART 
I con't want any racket money. 
ZABLADOWSKI 
Oh, you're too GOOD to take racket 
money? 
BART 


All I want is to stop Terwilliger. 


Zabladowski shrugs. Starts putting money in his pocket again, 
He sees Bart looking at him contemptucusly,, He stops again, 
embarrassed. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
You don't object to ME taking 
racket money. 


BART 
I don't care WHAT you do! 


ZABLADOWSKL 
(hurt) 
You don't care what I do...? 
Don't you like me? ~ 


BART 
Come ont Let's get at the sinks! 


CONTINUED : 


Why, 


72. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
{very hurt) 
you think I'm an unsavory 


character! 


Well, 


(he looks at money) 
maybe I am an unsavory 


character, 


He stuffs the money in his pocket. Then hesitates again, 


ZABLABDOWSKI 


Look here, young fellow! You 
can't call me thet! 


Call 


BART 
you what...? 


ZABLADOWSKLE 


An unsavory character! Why, I.. 


i'm j 


Pleés 


ust as decent 4s you sre! 


BART 
e! It's late! LET'S GET 


THE SINKS OUT! 


Zabladowski pulls 
and then at Bart, 


the money from his pocket. He looks at it, 
The full realization of the impression he 


has made on the boy overwhelms him, 


Racke 


ZE£,BLADOWSKL 
t money! And I...IN 


Viada-Omchuk.,.I used to be a 

Boy Scout! It's all coming back 

to me now... A Scout... a Scout 

is Trustworthy, Loyal, Helpful, 
Friendly, Courteous, Kind, obedient, 
Cheerful, Thrifty, Brave, Clean and 
Reverent! I will not: ZI shall not! 
I cannot take this tainted dough! 


He tears the mone 
the air, 


y into shreds and tosses it like confetti into 


BART 
(groaning) 


Oh, my gosh! 


ZABLADOWSKLI 


NOW, maybe, I hope, you'll like 


me be 


You t 
take 


tter,. 


BART 
(slumping in complete de jection) 
old me...you PROMISED you'd 
the sinks out! 


736 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKI 
I have reformed. I canmt take 
out those sinks for money. 


(pause } 
But you know..since I've reformed 
I COULD take out those sinks 
for FUN. 


aoe 


He grabs up his tool kit. Puts his other arm around Bart, 


Come on, Kid! We're in this 
together! Down with Terwilliger! 
Pal, you and me, we'll bust this 
racket open wide! 


He stalks toward the door like a happy crusader, Bart, 


flabbergasted, goes along. He looks up at Zabladowski with a 
rueful smile. 


BART 
Boy, I wish you'd reformed a 
couple hours sooner! 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. CELL 


4abladowski is kneeling beside the sink with his tool bag. 
Bart is watching over his shoulder, trying to speed him up, 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Now, the removal of a sink is a 
scientific process. And like 
all other technological processes 
of science, it must be accomplished 
éccording to firmly established 
rules, 


Selects a wrench from his bag. 


BART 
Hurry! Please! You got 499 to 
take out! 

ZABLADOWSKL 


(continuing) 
Now, the rules for sink-removals 
were formulated, as you may remember, 
by the Internaticnal Congress of 
Associated Sink-Taker-Outers at their 
annual meeting in Uleaborg, Finland, 
on the 16th of January, i907. At the 
opening of the congress, a vote was taken. 
The vote was 305 to 7, and the vote was 
against this particular wrench. THIS 
wrench makes the work too easy. 


CONTINUED : 


He tosses the wrench aside with a clatter, 


BART 
Shhh: The guards will hear you. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
The congress, after many long 
nights of debate, passed a 
resolution in favor of THIS 
wrench, 


He takes a screwey, complicated wrench from the bag. 


BART 
If the other's quicker, let's 
use that, 

ZABLADCWSKL 


IMpossible. The prescribed procedure 
must always be followed, Now, step 
number one is the Adjustment of the 
Cantalator. 


He adjusts cantalator, 


He leans his whole weight on the wrench, 


ZABLADOWSKI 

The Cantalator adjuste¢, we have 
step number two. The Cantalator 
may now be affixed to the Grokkin, 

(he affixes 

cantalator to a 

nut on sink pipe) 
Now the Baumsteig-Minimax.,.. that's 
this thing here... the BaumsteigeMinimax 
is coupled tightly, but not TOO tigntly, 
to the outer periphery Wollgast-Dernk- 
Schputz. 

{does it) 
Then...let's Seq..Three turns of 
the Hoogle-span... 

(does it) 
«half a revolution of the 
Oscillating Ding-Ding,.. 

(does it 
eeeene Gash of bitters.,. 

(Goes it) 
eee & twist of lemon peel... 

(Goes it) 
+-8nc, for the final step, we 
use good old brute force. 


He leans again. The sink crashes to the floor, 


Th. 


Nothing happens. 


15. 


CLOSE SHOT BROKEN PIPE IN FLOOR 

It vibrates. Then it whistles and tootles. Bart's and 
Zebladowski's heads come into scene. Bartts dog comes 
into scene. He opens his mouth and starts to howl, Bart 
tries to grab him, but the Gog eludes him, and continues 
howling throughout the scene. 


ZABLADOWSEL 
(unperturbed ) 
This sometimes happens. It is 
caused by @ reversion of the 
secondary pressure from the 
conjunctival vicinity where the 
pipss go into the boiler. 


BART 
I don't care whet causes it! Can 
you stop it ? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Yes, indeed. There is a prescribed 
scientific procedure for that, too. 


From his bag, he pulls a box. Inside is a Series of corks, 
ranging from very small to large. He studies then, 
Selecting the smallest, he tries to plug the pipe. Too small. 
He tosses it away. Repeats process with other corks, while 
sound from pipe and dog gets louder and louder, The last 


cork, finally fits, The whistling stops. The dog stops 
howling. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
sighing with relief) 
pad g 524 
ew! 

BART 
Phew} 

TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
Phew! 


Bart and Zabladowski turn, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOLCE 
(continuing) 
Good evening. Good evening, 


CELL DOOR 

from sink. In the door stands Terwilliger, smug, in a 
musically designea bathrobe. He is looking over the beard 
of the twins, who flank him. In the darkness of the court- 


yard, outside, the entire army is faintly visible, arrayed 
behind the six broken-nosed pugs. 


76. 
CONTINUED ; 


TERWILLIGER 
(acid honey) 
How nice to see you again, Mr. 
Zabladowski. And how charning 
to see you, too, Bartholomew. 
Youtre acquainted with all my good 
friends here, aren't you? 


Takes them in with a Sweeping gesture. 


TERWILLIGER 
(continuing) 
And you'll be DELIGHTED to know 
who it was who tracked you down, 


Gestures left. 
Roll of drums, 


I have just promoted him... 
Field-Marshall Lunk! 


Lunk, in a great white, gold-braided uniform, steps to 
Terwilliger's side. He sneers heughtily. 


TERWILLIGER 
(gestures right) 
And this lady, as you may remember, 
is your mother, 


Mrs. Collins steps into group. Her eyes are hollow and. 
completely without expression, 


BART reacts with horror, Then, instinctively, he takes e 
step in her direction, 


TERWILLIGER 
Why,yess Go right ahead, You may 
speak to her, Bartholomew. But, I'm 
afraid, she may not understand you. 


CLOSER SHOT MRS. COLLINS AND TERWILLIGER. She stends like an 
automaton. 


TERWILLIGER 

(continuing) 
You see, her hea@ache grew much worse 
this evening, Her poor little brain 
became VERY addled. And I was forced 
to give her,.ahen..an unusually strong 
treatment. Almost wore my eyebrows out. 
Do you know this littie boy, Mrs, Collins? 


She shakes her head, 


TT. 
CONTINUED : 


TERWILLIGER 
(continuing) 
Heartbreaking, isn't it, Bartholomew. 
But that, I fear, is how things stand. 


REAR VIEW BART AND ZABLADOWSKI 
facing the group. As Terwilliger speaks, Zabladowski gropes 
behind himself for a hammer, which he finally gets in his hand. 


TERWILLIGER 

(continuing) 
How about this sink..I heve no hard 
feelings. The other sinks are still 
intact. The official county inspector 
is inspecting. The joint will be 
certified as A-l Sanitary. The 500 boys 
will be brought here at dawn. And my 
baton arm, you'll be happy to know, hes 
never been in finer fettle, 


He executes a few deft baton-arm movements, Zabladowski raises 
his hammer to conk him, 


TERWLLLIGER 
No, no, Mr, Zaebladowski. No brave, 
heroic gestures, please, As you see, 
Judson and Whitney have you covered, 


He lifts their beara, disclosing that they are covering 
Zabladowski with Buck Rogers pistols, 


TERWILLIGER 
So, drop it, won't you? MY sidets 
on top. YOUR side is on the bottom, 


Zabladowski drops hammer, It fells on his foot. 


TERWILLIGER 
And, speaking of the bottom, you should 
see our little dungeon, 


His honeyed mien disappears, The maniac look is back in his 
eyes. 


TERWILLIGER 
(shrieking) 
You SHALL see our little dungeon! 


He blows his pitch pipe. The twins blow bigger pitch pipes. 
bunk blows @ bigger whistle. Roll of drums. Blast of 
trumpets, 
LUNE (bellowing order) 
By the left flank,right flank,columns 
on the half flank,sideways on the double 
bias, Hurrumphf! Hurrumpf! MARCH! 


78. 
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The Army in the courtyard executes a screwy maneuvre, splitting 
in two parts, making way for Terwilliger. Followed by Mrs, 
Collins, he marches into courtyard, The army forms a pro- 
cession, with them at the head. 

LUNK, in cell, executes a complicated one-man manoeuvre, 

ending up behind Bart end Zabladowski. 


LUNK 
(bellowing order in their ears) 
Prisoners front and center! 
On the Hurrumph Hurrumph, MARCH} 


He prods them with his marshall's baton, Hopelessly they 


march into the courtyard followed by the bearded guards and 
Lunk,. 


CELLBLOCK COURTYARD NIGHT 

In @ great procession, Bart and Zabladowski are marched away, 
Bart looks up sadly at Zabledowski. 4abladowski, all friend- 
ship gone, glares down at Bart sercastically. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Allow me to express my deep appreciation! 
Without your thoughtful help, my pal, I 
never wouid have had all this! 


He pulls away from Bart, and marches stiffly, ignering his 
presence, 


The six broken nosed pugs march up behind them, The music 
strikes up a march of evii-triumphent, as the procession heads 
down alley, The six thugs become a nale sextette, singing a4 
march which will start Something like this: 


SEXTETTE 
Ah-hah! It looks 
Like the crooks 
Have captured the schnooks! 
We crooks hye got the tougher team, 
The schnooks are puffs. They're soft as crean, 
So evil, evil reigns suprene! 
The crooks have captured the schnooks, hah! hah! 
The crooks have captured the schnooks! 


MEDIAVAL PLAZA, end of alley. 

Procession enters. Ona balcony, overlooking plaza, Jane is 
standing costumed as a princess. Her blond hair reaches fif- 
teen feet to the ground. Fred, clad as a prince, is staring 
up at her, As the procession passes them, they sing to each 
other, completely oblivious to all that is going on. Their 
Singing is in counterpoint to the sextette, 


JANE 
Oh, come to me, ch lover rare 
And waste no time upon the stair. 
Clinb up, climb up right on my hair, 
Oh lover, lover mine! 
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Fred, Rapunzel fashion, climbs up her hair. They both sing. 


FRED AND JANE 
(swinging it) 
Got a ye-ye-yearning 
Got a ch-ch-churning 
Got a bonfire burning 
B-B-Baby for you! 


Fred reaches the balcony, They go into a dancing clinch, 


Terwilliger's procession passes out of scene, beneath, around 
& corner. 


ELEVATOR DOOR TO DUNGEONS 

in wall around corner. The army forms in a hollow square, as 
Terwilliger marches to door, followed by Mrs. Collins, Lunk, 
the Twins and Bart and Zebladowski, (Bart is ‘still trying to 
get Zabladowski's eye to tell him he is sorry. Zeabladowski 
is avoiding hin contemptuously. ) Terwilliger pushes the 
elevator button. The sound of the approaching car is like a 
were-wolf in a cavern, 


TERWILLIGER 
The procedure now will be as follows: 
Juéson, Whitney and I will carry on 
from here. You, Mrs. Collins, you 
will polish the piano! 


From his bathrobe, he takes a can of Piano Polish and a cloth, 
He flings them at Mrs. Collins. 


TERWILLIGER 
(continuing) 
Do not spare yourself, Mrs. Collins! 
My great piano must sparkle for the 
official grand opening! It must glean, 
it must glitter in the rays of the 
morning sun! 


MRS. COLLINS 
(numb and humble) 
Yes, Dr. Terwilliger, 


Bart watches her in tormented frustration as she exits. 


TERWILLIGER 
You, my good friend Field Marshall Lunk, 
your army you will post on guard. Your 
bus squad you will take to the Motor Pool, 
You will warm up the busses and await my 
Signal, The instant you hear the shot from 
my tower, you will race to the town in your 
great fleet of busses and bring back the 
five hundred boys for my piano! 


LUNK (saluting) 
Yes, sir, Dr, Terwilliger. 


80, 
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Lunk and the soldiers about-face and march off, The elevator 
door creaks open. Inside, at the controls, stands a hooded 
man, Terwilliger ushers Bart, Zabladowski and the Twins 
inside. 


INT. ELEVATOR 
Operator shuts door. 


TERWLLLIGER 
Down, please. 


Operator pulls lever, 


OPERATOR 
(very bassc) 
First Floor Dungeon. Assorted 
simple tortures. Molten lead, 
chopping blocks and hot boiling 
oil 


Terwilliger motions he wants to go further. 


OPERATOR 
Second Floor Dungeon. Jewelry 
Department. Leg chains, ankle 
chains, neck chains, wrist 
chains, thumb screws and nooses 
of the very finest hemp. 


Terwilliger motions further. 


OPERATOR 
Third Floor Dungeon. Household 
appliances, Spike beds, electric 
chairs, gas chambers and scalping 
devices, 


Terwilliger motions further. 


OPERATOR 
Tchi Tch! Basement Dungeon! 
(he shudders) 
Everybody out. 


He opens door, Passengers step out into almost complete 
darkness, 


81. 


CLAMMY DUNGEON CORRTDER 
EEN CORRIDER | 
Terwilliger leads then down it. 


TERWILLIGER 
I know you'll fina this a most 
fascinating dungeon. I keep a 
great many of my old close 
friends here, 


They round a corner, From a niche, a blue-green man playing 
@ Grunth Horn blows a mournful bleat like the sound of a 
dying sheep, 


TERWILLIGER 
There's one of them how. What 
is his name...? No. T just 
Can't place him. Hets grown so 
moldy. oa 


He leads the prisoners deeper into the dungeon. Sound of 4 
distant bass drum, growing louder. 


TERWILLIGER 
That lovely rumbling sound you 
hear... that's from one of my 
most favorite prisoners. He was 
bass drummer in an orchestra I 
once conducted. Had a very bad 
habit. You know that part of the 
third movement of Beethoven's 
Fifth Symphony... where the drummer 
is supposed to go boom, boom, 
boom, boom, boom? Well, this 
stupid uncivilized lout of @ 
drummer, he always went boom, boon, 
boom, boom, boom,...boom. One extra 
boom, you know! I never forgot 
that man. And fifteen years 
later, long after heta forgotten 
MC .e. 


They round 2 corner, 


CLOSE SHOT CAGE IN THE WALL 


Inside is a huge bass drum. A Woe-begone character is beating 
the drum, 


TERWILLIGER 
e+sWell, I brought him here. 
He'll be hers forever, 


ZABIADOWSKI 
You mean.. he'll have to hit that 
Srum forever. .? 


CONTINUED: 82, 


TERWILLIGER 
Oh, that isntt the man I'm 
punishing. My man is inside 
the drum. — 
The drum lights up. The shadow of a man, Within, pounds on 
the drumhead, 


HOLLOW VOICE FROM DRUM 
Please, Dr, Terwilliger! 
Let me out? Let me out! 


The lights go out. 


From off stage comes a wild burst of many piccolos. Bart and 
Zabladowski wheel and stare down another corridor, 


TERWILLIGER 
Those... those are my piccolo 
players. 

ZABLADOWSKI 


Why.. why are they here? What did 
they do to you? 


TERWILLIGER 
My good man, they did nothing to 
me. But piccolo players are 
piccolo players. So, whenever I 
catch one, I quite naturally lock 
him up. Actually, I really dontt 
hate them. There's only one 
instrument that I really and truly 
despise, 

(angry) 

I say! What's the matter? Why 
arent they playing? Trombones! 
Trombones! Come in, you trombones! 


OFF STAGE VOICE 
(groaning) 
He's here agsin,fellows. Get 
back to work. 


Terwilliger raises .an imaginary baton. He swings a down beat, 
There is a moan of a trombone. Other trombones join it. The 
piccolos and the drum pick up the tempo. From out of biack 
crannies, piccolo players and trombonists crawl. They are 
joined by other misicians playing indescribable instruments. 
Terwilliger conducts them in a fast, moross Jam session.He 
brings the number to a sour climax, then turns to Zabladowski, 


TERWILLIGER 
It's called Dungeon Boogie, 
Like it? 


CONTINUED: 85. 


ZEBIADOWSKI 
Ye.. yes. Tumensely. 


TERWILLIGER 
Then why aren't you applauding? 


Nervously, Bart and Zabladowski applaud. The musicians 
disappear back into the shadows, 


TERWILLIGER 
Youtll get to enjoy these little 
concerts more and more, After 
five or six years, you'll be 
Crazy about them. But why, why 
are we standing here talking? 
I know you musr be anxious to 
get settled in your cage. 
Your cage.. let's See... Oh, I say! 
There's a fine one, 


CSMERS MOVES, disclosing cage in well. The bars are made of 
Plumber's pipes, 


ZABLADOWSKI 
in there...? 


TERWILLIGER 
Youtll find it very cosy. 


Zabladowski shrinks from the cage. Then he forces a smile 
He climbs into the cage. Bart starts to follow. 


TERWILLIGER 
Oh, no, Bartholomew, 
I have other plans for you. 
This cage, you See, is permanently 
sealed, 


The guards lock the cage and hand Terwilliger the key. He 
Produces a pocket blow-torch and destroys the key, all but a 
small stub of the handle. This he presents to Zabdladowski 
with an ovepracious gesture, 


ZABIADOWSKI 
(to Bart) 
But your cage must open every morning, 
So they may bring you upstairs to play on 
my piano. 
Your cage, Bartholomew, is a very Special cage, 


Calls o.s. 
Stroogo! Stroogo! 
VOICE 


(from distant cavern) 
Yes, Dr.Terwilliger, 


B4, 
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TERWILLIGER 
Is the Terwilligerizer ready? 


VOICE 
The Terwilligerixer is ready. 


Bowing graciously to Bart tec procede him, Terwilliger ushers 
him down a narrow corridor, Trembling, Bart procedes, followed 
by Terwilliger and the twins. 


TERWILLIGERIZER 

On e. dungeon wall is a huge steel door, part bank vault, part 
ice chest. On it are the words "Terwilligerizer, patent applied 
for! As Bart, Terwilliger and the twins approach, a dungeon 
guard swings the door epen.({ See Sketch) Bart takes a terrified 


look inside. He tries to run.The twins snag him with their 
beard, 


TERWILLIGER 
Do you know why I call this machine my 
Terwilligerizer? I call it my Terwilligerizer 
because it Terwilligerizes, It Terwilligerizes 
small, disobedient boys. By the time you have 
Spent a few nights being Terwilligerized, you 
will no longer fight against my piano, 


The guards lift Bart and put him in the slot, 


TERWILLIGER 

(continuing) 
Now, then Bartholomew, happy Terwilligerzation! 
Stroogo will let you out in the morning. And 
Speaking of time, my little clock tells me 
that the glorious hour is fast approaching, I must 
hurry. I must dress for the grand official 
opening concert! The concert! Let me see your 
fingers, lad! Are your little fingers in condition 
for the concert? Are they limber? 
Ave they happy? 


Terrified, Bart holds out his fingers. He waggles them. 


TERWILLIGER 
Ten little dancing maidens, 
Dancing, oh! So fine! 
Ten happy fingers and 
They're mine! All mine! 


He laughs madly. The piccolos ang trombones 0.8. come in and 
back him crazily, punctuating his speech with accents and runs, 


r ca 
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TERWILLIGER 

( continuing) 
Mine! Not yours. Mine. mine, mine! 
But not only those ten fingers are 
mine, Multiply those by 500 little 
boys! Five hundred times ten and 
what do I get? I get five thousand! 
FIVE THOUSAND little fingersT ATT 
playing together on my pieno! Every 
finger obedient to the whim of me, 
the master! Every finger subservient 
to my lordly beck ana calll Every 
finger! Every finger nail! Every 
knuckle! Every muscle! Every 
joint and every sinew! Every bone 
and every nerve! Every infinitesimal 
microscopic piece of living tissue 
of those five thousand little 
fingers will cringe and grovel and 
tremble before me... before ME, 
Dr, Terwilliger, as I raise ny 
great baton! 


He raises his imaginary baton and Sweeps a great down beat, 
The music comes to a fearful finale. 


Chuckling nadly, Terwilliger strides out of scene, followed 
by the twins. 


STROOGO 
(to Bart) 
I'll be seeing’ you, kiddie. 


He shuts and locks the great steel door. Then he pulls a lever 
on @ switchboard. Sound of machinery Starting. Whistling 


Happy Fingers, troogo walks off, GAMERA MOVES ON TRRWILLIGER~ 
IZER door, 


INT, TERWILLIGERIZER. 

Bart, sitting in the slot, is Scarcely able to move. He is 
Staring at a cannon like barrel that is aimed toward his head, 
The sound of machinery intensifies, 


RECORDED VOICE 
Dr. Terwilliger does not believe in basebalis..., 
golf balis.. basketballs or tennis balls, ping pong 
balls, croquet balls. snow balls or hockey pucks! 


AS each ball is mentioned, that kind of ball shoots out of the 
cannon, bounces directly in front of Bart's face, and bounces 
out through another hole behind his head, 


RECORDED VOICE 
Dr. Terwilliger believes only in the Plano! 


86. 
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There is a recorded Piano burst of Happy Fingers, Bart struggs-: 
les franticly to crawl up cut of the Slot. But it is too tight 
around his neck. The Piano stops playing. Balls Start coming 


RECORDED VOICE 
Dr, Terwilliger does not believe in baseballs, 
golf balls, basketballs or tennis balis, ping pong 
balls, croauet balls, snow balls or hockey pucks, 


Dr, Terwilliger believes only in the piano}? 


As the tortures proceces , Bart tries again to get through the 
bottle-neck of the slot. He fishes in his pockets to fina 
Something to aid him, He comes up with e long deflated blue 
balloon, He blows it up, guides it so it filis the slot beneath 
him, He keeps blowing untill the balloon is wedging him tight 
against the bottle-neck at his head.Then he takes a Pin from 
his sveater, reaches down and pricks the balloon. 


SOUND: Great POP! The Scene 1s momentarily obscured by dust, 
When the dust clears, we see that the exploding balloon has 
blown Bart past the bottle-neck, 


Avoiding the bouncing balls, he crawls up_ the cannon platform, 
Timing his action Precisely, he weits till the balls stop coming 
and dive headlong through the bell-exit-hole, 


INTERIOR GREAT BALL BIN. 

Bart emerges from a tube and disappears into a pile of ten 
thousand assorted balis. He fights his way to the surface, looks 
eround and climbs through an avalanche of Sliding balls to the 
top of the bin. He climbs over the top. 


DUNGEON CORRIDOR 

Bart emerges from the bin, shaking ping-pong balls and hockey 
pucks out of his Sweater. He hears the Sound of the distant bass 
drum. Stealthy he tip toes in that direction. 


ZABLADOWSKT'S CELL 

Opposite it, the drummer is hechanically, dolefully, beating 
the drum, Zabladowski is lying grimly in his cell, keeping 
time to the drum beats with his fingers. Bart enters, 


BART (whisper) 
Oh, Mr.Zabladowski!t 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(not even dooking up} 
Go back to your Terwilligerizer, 


BART 
i..I'm awfully sorry I got you into this, 
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ZABLADOWSKI 
(sarcastic) 
Think nothing cfit. These are lovely 
Surroundings, And besides, Im making many 
interesting new friends. ‘. 


fo drummer 


Mr. Krankschnitt B. Drouberhannus, the perfect 
drummer, meet Bartholomew Collins, the perfect 
nuissance, 


BART 
(politely) 
Pleased to meet you, 


DRUMMER ; 
The man in the drum here, his names Smith, 


Drum light goes on. 


SHADOW IN DRUM 
Pleased to meet you. 


BART 
Pleased to meet you, too. 


DRUMMER 
this social life has gone far enough. 


The light goes out, Drummer resumes drumming.CAMERA MOVES 
OFF HIM and focuses on Bart and Zabladowski. Sound of drumming 
continues (0.8,) 


BART 
(very Sorry) 
is it pretty bad in there, 
Mr. Zabladowski? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
It is not, quite frankly, the 
best accomodations. 

(sniffs) 

The air is not entirely wholesome. 
I am under the impression thet a 
number of frogs, toads and 
possibly, dinosaurs heave died 
and lie buried in my immediate 
vicinity. Fortunately, though, 
I do have my bottle of Air-Pix, 


He takes bottle from pocket, pulls up the wick, and looks 
more content. Bart sniffs, 


BART 
Does smell better, Well, what 
do we do now? 


CONTINUED: 


Pause. Bart 


From behind 
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ZABLADOWSKI 
Oh, we listen to the beautiful 
drum concerto... Pretty soon you 
get dragged upstairs. You knock 
yourself out on the big piano. 
Then they carry you back down. 
Then...more drum concerto, 
Now will you kindly go back to 
your Terwilligerizer!f 


doesn't move. He is staring at the Air-Pix, 


BART 
How does that thing work? 


ZABLADOWSKI 

(getting gabby in spite of himself) 
What work? Oh, You mean my 
iittle Air-Fix? 4 very interesting 
scientific principle. You see, 
the air of the world in which we 
live is filled with a number of 
very obnoxious odors. Now, let 
us Say one is lurking here... 

(he points to 2 

spot in the air) 
This odor has offended the 
Sanctity of my nostrils. So I 
raise the cork of my wonderful 
bottle. And a tiny, invisible 
hand from my bottle... 


the bottle , he stealthly raises his hand, 


ZABLADOWSKI 
++-it reaches up..takes aim, 
It pounces! 

(his hand grabs 

the imaginary 

odor) 
4& Short, but decisive struggle 
ensues. 

( his hand fights 

the imaginery 

odor) 
And the invisible hend, proud, 
and victourious, returns with itts 
victim to the interior of the 
bottle. And that smell that 
was smelling.... it is never 
smelt again! 
Now, please,boy, go away. 


BART 
Gee..! That's smart. Say.... 
Maybe something like that is the 
answer! aos 


CONTINUED: 
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ZABLADOWSKI 
Answer to what? 


BART 
Answer to the racket. The piano 
racket, 


ZABLADOWSKT 
Go away! You will involve me in 
mo more nonsense! 


BART 
But look, Mr, Zabledowski, this bottle 
grabs smells out of the air, We could 
use @ bottle that grabs other things 
out of the air! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Huh. .? 


BART 

This bottle's a smell -fix 
(points to spot 
in air) 
Smell... 

( Grabs it) 
No More smell! Nobody smells 
it. What we need is a music- 


Fix. 
(points to spot 
in air) 
Music... 
(grabs it) 


No more music} Nobody hears it. 
Boy! If I could hide a music~ 
fix next to that Piano... 


ZABLADOWSKT 
(Interested in spite of himself) 
Wait a minute. Letts get this 
Straight. You hide a music-fix 
next to the piano, Then, when 
you 500 kids start playing the 
piano... 


BART 
The music, no one hears iti It 
all goes into the bottle! 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Hom! If Terwilligerts Piano cantt 
ueke music, that wrecks Terwilligerls 
racket. And all you five hundred 
kids can go home. Say! That is a 
remarkable invention. Where do you 
Suppose we could buy one? 
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BART 
I don't think they're on the 
market. You'll have to make one. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Make one? Outa what does a 
plumber make a music-fix? 


BART 
Well, you got this bottle here 
to start with, Take the smell- 
catching machinery cut. Then 
put the music-catching machinery in. 


Bart picks up bottle and shakes it empty. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Why'd you do that? You wrecked 
my smell-fix. Now I smell all 
those toads and dinosaurs. 


BART 
Get busy. We haven't much time. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
I never made @ music-fix, ever, 


BART 
Quick. Rig up something scientific. 


ZABLADOWSKL 
I have no scientific paraphernalia. 
All I got to work with is this. 


He holds up stub of the cage key. 


BART 
Let's see whet I've got. 


Bart empties his pockets: a scout knife, a stick of chewing 
gum, & handful of peanuts, a coca-cola bottle top, a fish 


hook, @ ping-pong ball, a broken ballpoint pen, and a number 
of marbles. 


BART 
There! Get busy! 


With little hope of success, Zabladowski pullsa spring out 
of the pen, He puts the fish hook on the end. He puts the 
ping-pong bali on the fish hook. Then he dangles the 
contraption inside the bottle. Studies it. 


ZABLADOWSKI 
This may take a bit of time, 


BART 
Can't take time, 
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TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
(over loudspeaker) 
Attention, everyone! Attention, 
everyone! 


Bart and Zabladowski stare up, O.8. CAMERA INCLUDES loud- 
speaker on dungeon wall, 


TERWLLLIGER'S VOICE 
For the informetion of all my 
friends, and all my workers, 
ana all my army, and all my 
prisoners in all my dungeons, 
& most momentous cccasion is 
about to occur! History, HISTORY 
is about to be made! And I wish 
you all to enjoy this moment 
with me. When you hear the 
following cannon shot.... 


Sound of cannon, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
(continuing) 
-- sy busses are on their way! 
oe ES OR Lae lLP Wey. 


Sound of busses taking off. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
(continuing) 
Het Hat Ha! Ha! Ha! No one can 
stop me now! My busses are after 
the 500 boys! 


Bus sounds continue, 


BART 
How far to the busses have to go? 


ZABLADOWSEKL 
Just a few miles. What's the 
use, kid. We can't win, 


He pushes the bottle and the junk aside. 


BART 
We've got to beat the busses! 
Please, Mr. Zabledowski! 
Make that music-fix! 


Bart shoves the stuff back in front of Zabledowski. 
Zabladowski resumes work, He Grops the marbies into the 
empty pen. He wraps the chewing gum around the pen. He 
balances the pen on the coca-cola bottle top, holds it over 
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the bottle and lets it Grop in. Then he examines the bottle. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 

(loudspeaker ) 
What & delicious spring morning 
we're having up here! As I 
stand here high in my head- 
quarters tower, dressing for 
the coming official grand 
opening...se 


INT. TERWILLIGER'S ROOM DAWN 
eee OR 


Standing, talking into a mike at the window, he is dressed 
in musically designed unéerwear. Two flunkies are bringing 
him shoes and shirt, which they help him into as he talks, 


TERWILLIGER 
(continuing) 
--the crisp, clear rays of the 
mounting morning sun are dancing 
like warm honey over the handsome 
surface of my profile, 
Through my window... 


He looks out of window. 


LONG DOWN SHOT 
Busses racing through 2 distant alley and disappearing 
through @ great castle gate. 


; TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
(continuing) 
eel C&n see my michty fleet of 
busses, cpeeding away to fetch 
me my five hundred pupils, The 
dear rosy-cheeked little darlings! 
The nasty little brats! Piano 
fodder! Piano fodder! 


CAMERA SWINGS DOWN SHOT PIANO COURTYARD 
Mrs. Collins is knocking herself out polishing the piano, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
My! Doesn't my piano lock 
gorgeous this morning! 


(shouting) 
Mrs. Collins! 


Mrs. Collins looks up wearily. 


93. 
CONTINUED : 


TERWILLIGER'S VOLCE 
(continuing) 
Oh that third black key to the 
right of your left elbow! There's 
a& speck of dust! YOU WIPE THAT 
KEY CLEAN! 


Mrs. Collins wipes the key. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
(continuing) 
My piano must be just as 
beautiful as I am! 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER 
The flunkies are helping him into a gaudy bandmaster's coat. 


TERWILLIGER 
And I am becoming a sight to behold. 
(into mike} 
Ch, I do wish you could see me, 
you down there in my dungeon! 
Hat Hat <dAnd how are you 
enjoying dungeon lifé, Mr. 
Zebladowski? 


iNT. DUNGEON 


CLOSE SHOT BART AND ZABLADCWSKI 
over the bottle, are looking up at the loudspeaker. 


BART 
Now con't let him get your goat. 
You keep your mind on the music- 
fix. Isn't there something 
else you could try? 


ZABLADOWSKL 
Hmmm. Haven't tried this yet. 


He shucks a peanut, drops the shuck inside the bottle, 


BART 
Say! That's © great idea! 
Maybe this would help some, 
too. 


Bart rips the plastic hand from his Terwilliger Beanie, 
breaks it and crams the pieces into the bottle, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
(Humming. Then he sings.) 
Ten little dancing maidens, 
dencing, oh, so fine... 
DISSOLVE TO: 


Ok, 
INT. TERWILLIGER'S ROOM 


The flunkies are putting huge spaulettes and medals on his 


coat, 
TERWILLIGER 
(continuing) 
«..Ten happy fingers and they're 
mine. All mine! Oh, Mr, 
Zabledowski! You should see 
me now! 
MONTAGE : 


INTERWEAVING SHOTS CF ZABLADOWSKI WITH SHOTS OF 

TERWILLIGER DRESSING. 

Zabladowski works faster and faster, cramming things inside 
the bottle, Buttons, safety pins, the zipper from his shirt. 
He takes off his wrist watch, smashes it like an egg on the 
lip of the bottle and spills the contents inside. He shakes 
the bottle like e cocktail shaker. He dumps everything out 
of it and divides the pile of junk in two. Throws half away 
and puts the rest back in. 


INTERLACED WITH THIS, SHOTS of the flunkies piling more and 
more gold braid and medals on Terwilliger's uniform, As the 
montage reaches its climax, Terwilliger hears the sound of 
the returning busses, DOWN SHOTS from his window SHOWING 
busses whizzing back through the gate, roaring down the 
alleys and, finally, stopping in the Motor Pool. 


CLOSE SHOT BART AND ZABLADOWSKI 
staring discouraged at the bottle, 


ZABLADOWSKL 
It won't work, kid. And the 
busses are back, 


BART 
Have you tried EVERYTHING? 


ZABLADOWSKI 

Everything. We'tre cooked, 
(he pulls at his ear) 

Hey! Wait a minute! I'd clean 
forgotten! It so happens I heve 
in my possession a very fine piece 
of acoustical equipment. It's been 
@ life-long secret...even from my 
wife, But right here, inside my 
ear, I wear a Little Nemo Invisible 
Hearing Aid! 


95. 
CONTINUED: 


From his ear he pulls six or eight inches of wire. On the 
end is a tiny microphone. 


ZABLADOWSKEI 
if this brings noises into my 
ear, it might also could probably 
bring noises into a bottle! 


He crams it into bottle. Stirs the mess with a pencil, 
Then he stops the bottle with the cork. 0O.s. sound of 
elevator door opening. Both look in that direction, 


OPERATOR'S VOICE 
Stroogo! Hey, Stroogo! 


STROOGO'S VOLCE 
(very faint) 
Yeah? Whet is it? 


OPERATOR '$ VOICE 
Time to bring that kid upstairs. 


STROOGO'S VOICE 
O.K, Chum, Wait a minute! — 
I'm down in my garden, watering 
my petunias, 


Throughout the following dialogue, we. hear his distant steps, 
growing closer. 


BSRT 
(tense, to Zabladowski) 
Does...d0ss it work? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
I'll try it. I'll pull up the cork. 
Then I'll talk into it, 


He pulls up the cork, He opens his mouth and talks. But we 
hear no words. We can't hear Stroogo's steps, Bart leaps up 
excitedly, He shouts congratulations, But no souné comes 
from his mouth. Zabledowski winks. He puts the cork back in, 
Bart takes the bottle and stuffs it under his sweater, 


BART 
(whisper ) 
Boy! Will I put that big piano 
on the Fritz! 


ZAMBLADOWSKI 
(whisper) 
Best of luck, Kid. 


Stroogo's steps are getting closer, 


CONTINUED : 


96. 


BART 
(whisper) 
Gee! I gotta get back in my box! 
& 


He starts to run off. 


Bart, holding the bottle beneath his sweater, races off sta 


toward the 


ZABLADOWSL 
(whisper - suddenly worried, 
stops him) 
Wait a minute. Got to tell you 
something. I never made one of 
these before, And some of the 
stuff I put in there.it's a 
rather revolutionary principle. 
Could be dangerous. 


BART 
(whisper) 
How dangerous? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(whisper) 
Might..i don't kmow..but it might 
be atomic! 


BART 
(whisper) 
ATOMIC? Might blow up? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
(whisper) 
Hope not. But if it starts smoking, 
get away from it, but fest! 


OPERATOR'S VOICE 
Say, Stroogo, will you hurry! 
Get the kid out of that box} 


STROOGO'S VOICE - 
(just around the corner) 
In just one itsy-bitsy second! 


Terwilligerizer. The next moment, Stroogo appears, 


ge 


@ watering can in one hand, a bunch of petunias in the other 


He walks o 


-S. toward the Terwilligerizer,. 


INTERIOR TERWILLIGERIZER. 
It is empty, but the balls are bouncing. 


RECORDED VOICE 
«..tennis beils..ping pong balis.. 
croquet balis..snow balils..or hockey 
pucks! Dr. Terwilliger believes only 
in the piano! 


oT. 
CONTINUED : 


Bart climbs, headfirst, down through the ball cannon. He 
rushes for the slot, and just manages to slide into it when 
Stroogo unlocks end opens the door, 


EXT, TERWILLIGERIZER. 


STROOGO 
Come on, laddie buck. It's time 
to take your lesson. 


Bart, fingering the bottle beneath his sweater, climbs out 
of the machine, starts following Stroogo down the corridor, 


DISSOLVE TO; 


EXT. ELEVATOR DOOR DAY 
Elevator door opens, Bart steps out. The twin guards are 


waiting for him, They fall in behind him, prod him. They 
march 0.8. together, 


EXT. HEADQUARTERS NEAR MOTOR POOL 


Sounds of commotion, whistles blowing and boys! ad lib 
volces as Bart enters with guards, A soldier-thug hustles 
past, leading a line of frightened boys carrying suitcases, 
Bart looks o.s. 


LONG SHOT MOTOR POOL 
More frightened kids, with Suitcases, are descending from 
busses. Lunk is hustling them. 


LUNK 
Come on, Are you paralyzed? Shake 
the lead out! On the double! Hut! 
Two! Three! Four! 


They trot after him in Bart's direction, 


EXT, HEADQUARTERS NEAR MOTOR POOL 


Bart watching the kids go past. Whitney gestures for him to 
get moving. He follows the boys, with the guards on his tail, 


EXT. ALLEY ENTERING PIANO COURTYARD 


Boys are being herded in, The twin guards appear with Bart, 
They stop, and motion him to go in alone. 


98. 
EXT, PIANO COURTYARD 


LONG SHOT 


Great pile of suitcases in center. Boys are lugging their 


suitcases to it, then walking around the pile out of view. 
Bart walks toward it, 


CLOSER ANGLE SUITCASE PILE 

Behind it Mrs, Collins is seated at a desk. Exhausted and 
bedraggled, she has great circles under her eyes. The piano- 
seating chart is on the desk before her. Three boys are stand- 


ing in line, quaking with fear. Bart gets on the end of the 
line. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(wearily) 
Name...? 


FIRST BOY 
W-W-William G-G-Griffin,. 


MRS. COLLINS 
(consulting chart) 
Seat Number 145, 


Reaching under the desk, she produces a beanie and puts it 
on his head, A soldier steps up and leads the kid away. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Next boy. 


SECOND BOY 
B-B-Bennett. Bennett Cerf, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Seat 427, Next boy. 


THIRD BOY 
Jimmy. Jimmy Thompson, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Seat 392, Next poy. 


BART 
Collins, Bart Collins. 


Mrs. Collins lcoks up. 


She stares, trying to remember his 
face. 


MRS. COLLINS 
I must have..I must have seen 
you somewhere before, 


Bart starts to speak, Then he shakes his head, no, 


99. 
CONTINUED : 


MRS. COLLINS 

Funny thing..I'd almost swear I've,, 

(she consults the chart) 
Collins...? There's a queer 
coincidence, Same name as mine, 
you know. 

(business-like again) 
You're Seat Number One. 


BART 
Thank you.,..Mother. 


He walks away. Her eyes follow him as he walks toward the 
piano, Then another boy steps up. Efficiently, she turns 
her attention to him. 


CENTER SECTION OF PIANO 

As Bart approaches his Seat, other boys criss-cross, all led 

by soldiers to seats o.s. Feeling the bottle under his sweater, 
Bart takes his place. The seats around him are Filled with 
jittery boys, Commotion sounds build. Bart looks to the 
right. CAMERA PANS showing long line of seated boys. The few 
vacant places are rapidly being filled. 


SACCHARINE VOICE 
(over loudspeaker) 
Boys! Please! May I kindly 
have your attention? 
(bellows) 
iI SAID ATTENTION! 


The boys stiffen, All commotion ceases. 


SACCHARINE. VOICE 
In the name. of Dr. Terwilliger, 
who will stand before you 
presently, I welcome you dear 
boys to your new happy 
home where I hope you will 
enjoy many, many happy years... 
AND I ALSO HOPE YOUR HANDS 
ARE CLEAN! 


Boys look nervously eat their hands, Some spit on them and 
wipe them on their shirts, 


SACCHARINE VOICE 
(continuing) 
You will find Dr. Terwilliger a 
very gentle master, BUT, get 
just one little grease spot on 
the keys of this piano and..,well 
(laughs) 
e«+-you'll be much better off if 
you don't, And now, dear boys, 
the great moment has arrived. 


100, 
CONTINUED : 


SACCHARINE VOICE (cont'd) 
i am proud, I am thrilled to have 
the privilege of presenting... 
that loveable leader, that 
delightful doctor...that 
musical mahoot...that caliph 
of the keyboard! Boys, I 
give you.... 


Great musical chord. 


SACCHARINE VOICE 
(continuing) 
«.sDr, Terwilliger! 


Music. Pompous march, All boys look up. 


LONG SHOT 

Terwilliger is majestically descending the stairway toward 
his podium. His uniform is loaded with gold braid and 
Silver spinach. His white beaver busby is the Taj Mahal 
of all busbys. Reaching the podium, he stands proudly 


surveying the sight. The music reaches its climax and 
stops. 


TERWILLLIGER 
We shall play. 
(he raises baton) 
Raise hands! 


SHOT OF BOYS 
along keyboard. Their hands go up. 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
We shall play the most 
beautiful piece ever written. 
I wrote it. ‘Ten Happy Fingers,' 
Ready now, One...and.a.,.6w0o.. 
and B.se6 


CLOSE SHOT BART 


His hands are raised. He darts one down and uncovers the 
bottle, 


TERWILLIGER'S VOICE 
oeeTnree,..and a,,.PLAY! 


Bart pulls up cork in bottle, 


101. 
TERWILLIGER WITH BOYS IN F.G. 

Terwilliger swings a down beat. The boys' hands crash to 
the keyboard. There is no sound whatsoever. Terwilliger 
steres open-mouthed, : 


CLOSE SHOT BART 
Smiling. He pushes the cork back into the bottle, 


TERWILLIGER 
still standing with his mouth open. He shakes his head. He 
raises baton again. 


TERWILLIGER 
(as if it hadn't 
happened) 
As I was saying, boys...Ready! 
One,..and a... 


BOYS "HANDS 
poised, 
TERWILLIGERS VOICE 
++ 3¥0...8nG a...three...and a... 
PLAY! 
BART 


pulling up .the cork. 


TERWILLIGER AND BOYS 


Again he swings. Again boys! hands crash Soundiessely on 
piano, 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER 

flabbergasted. He grabs his pitch pipe and blows it. It 
makes no sound. He tosses it away, He starts shouting. He 
can't hear his voice, 


BART 


looking smug. The boys around him are tapping at the silent 
keys in amazement. 


WIDER ANGLE INCLUDING MORE BOYS 
Their tension is relaxing. They're beginning to smile. 
Behind them, Lunk is looking bewildered. He looks o.s. 
toward Terwilliger on the podiun. 


LUNK WITH TERWILLIGER IN THE B.G. 

Terwilliger is shouting great silent commands at him. 
unk snaps to attention and Salutes. He cups his hand 
to his ear, but can't hear a thing. 


CLOSE SHOT TERWILLIGER 
silently yelling his lungs out. 


CONTINUED: 


LUNK 

Straining to hear him. At a distance, one of his thug- 
soldiers is walking past in confusion. Lunk turns and 
yells, silently at him. Not hearing, the soldier con- 
tinues out of scene. Another soldier is passing, Sergeant 
Lunk yells at him, but isn't heard. 


102, 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Boys at piano are pointing at Lunk and laughing. Iunk yells 
sliently at another passing soldier. Frantis , he pulls out 
his pistol and fires it into the air. It makes no sound. 
Terrified, he throws his gun away. 


BOYS AT PIANO 

Happily. they start banging their fists on the noiseless 
keys. They yell happy inaudible yells. All up and down the 
piano, great silent pandemonium reigns, 


CLOSE SHOT BART 

grinning from ear to ear, Playfully he shoves the cork 
back into the bottle. The minute he does so, shouts and 
piano banging shatter the air, Bart looks o.s. toward Lunk 


LUNK FROM BART'S ANGIE 
Over the din, he is shouting end beckoning to his soldiers, 


LUNK 
Come here! Come here! Fall in! 
Fall int! 


Dozens of soldiers run up, and fall into line, ana salute. 


LUNK 
Something goofts going on. 
Now you listen to me... 


He takes a deep breath and starts to speak. All sound cuts, 
His soldiers stare at his Sllient working mouth, Then they 
back away, break ranks and race 0.8. 


CLOSE SHOT BART 
Laughing, he shoves the cork back into the bottle, Again 
the deafening noises are heard, 


TERWILLIGER 
looking down at Bart, 


TERWILLIGER 
(shouting over din) 
What's that? What's that thing 
you've got there, Collins? 


BART 
(shouting back) 
You'd be surprised! 


103. 
CONTINUED: 


He leaps onto the piano stool, Holding the bottie defiantly, 
he pulls the cork up. All sound cuts dead. Then yto demon~ 
strate his power, he repeats action several times, cutting 
the sound off and on at will. 


BART 
(leaving cork down) 
You're finished! Youtre washed 
up?! You can't make us play a 
note! 


Terwilliger tries to yell back at him. But Bart silences 
him by pulling up the cork. Then he pushes it back in. 


BART 
My side's on top! Your sidets 
on the bottom! 


TERWILLIGER 
Judson! Whitney! Get that 
bottle! 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


BART AND TERWILLIGER 


BART 
You call off your guards! Don't let 
them touch me! Or I'll blow you 
and your whole empire sky high! 


He shakes the bottle at Terwilliger. More smoke, now black, 
is coming out. Terwilliger stares at it, 


TERWILLIGER 
Is it...is it...atomic! 


The twin guards Swoop into the scene, their hands stretched out 
to snatch the bottle, 


BART 
Yes, sir! Very atomic! 


The guards! skates screech to a stop, 
CLOSE SHOT GUARDS HEADS 


staring frightened at the bottle. Bright blue smoke is coming 
out in puffs, with sound effects. 


104, 


LONG SHOT 

Guards skating away across the courtyard in terror, Boys 
are cheering, pelting them with stones as they go. 

BART AND TERWILLIGER 


TERWILLIGER 
Take it away! Take it away! 


Bart brandishes the bottle. It is now emitting clouds of 
orange-colored smoke. 


BART 
You'll let us boys go home? 


TERWILLIGER 
I'll let you boys go home 


Cheering, a great crowd of boys assembles behind Bart. 


BART 
No more piano lessons? 


TERWILLIGER 
No more piano lessons! 


The boys cheer and throw their beanies in the air, 


BART 
We can all have trombones? 


TERWILLIGER 
I'll buy you ali trombones} 


The boys leap in the air and turn flip-flops in glee. 


BART 
AND ONE MORE THING.... 


He points over Terwilliger's head. CAMERA SENCLUDES recess 
in wall. In it, Fred and Jane are dancing, garbed as 
Caesar and Cleopatra, 


BART 
(oontinuing) 
...MAKE THOSE MUSH HEADS STOP 
MUSHING! 


TERWLLLIGER 
You mush heads, stop mushine! 


The mush heads stop mushing, Terrific cheers from boys. 


105. 
BART AND TERWILLIGER BOYS IN B.G. 


TERWILLIGER 
I'li do anything you tell-me! 
JUST TAKE THAT THING AWAY! 


Bart looks nervously down at bottle. As he does so, it goes 
"ploop" and begins to emit Fourth-of-July sparkler sparks, 


CLOSE SHOT BART 
staring frightened at the bottle. It begins to rumble, and 
great clouds of purple smoke begin to pour out, 


BART 
(shouting) 
Scram! Scram, everyone! I think 
she's going to blow. 


WIDE ANGLE PIANO COURTYARD 

Everyone running to get away from the bomb. Bdys are racing 
away on the piano keyboard. They are climbing each others! 
shoulders and escaping through the windows, They are diving 
into the suitase pile, and pulling satchels down over their 
heads. For a wild moment, the scene is a madhouse. Then, 
the next moment, everyone is gone. 


ANOTHER ANGLE PIANO COURTYARD 

Bart is standing alone, shifting the bomb like a hot potato 
from one hand to another. He starts to run. But he doesn't 
know where to run. He stares, helplessly, at the bottle. 


It gives a great "Ploop" and begins emitting Roman Candles. 
Bart shields his face and huris it in the direction of the 
piano. 


TERRIFIC EXPLOSION 
The great piano flies apart. The scene is filled with 
smoke and steam. it twists and distorts, 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. LIVING ROOM COLLINS'S HOME 


There is smoke in the air. The dog is barking excitedly. 
Bart is lying unconscious on the rug. His mother, tears in 
her eyes, is kneeling beside him, Jane is bending over him 
sprinkling drops of water on his face, Fred is standing be- 
side her, looking foolish. Everyone is dressed as he was in 
the prologue, 


MRS. COLLINS 
Bart! Bart! Can you hear me, Bart! 


106. 
CONTINUED : 


Bert groans and moves his head, 


BART 


(groggy) 
Mr. Zabladowski sure makes strong 
bombs. 


FRED 
Zabladowski...? Who's Mr, 
Zabladowski? 


MRS. COLLINS 
(pointing o.s.) 
That. That's Mr. Zabladowski, 


CAMERA INCLUDES Zabladowski. He is sitting, half-dazed in 
the kitchen door. Behind him, the kitchen is a shambles, 


MRS. COLLINS 
MR. Zambladowski. He blew up 
the boiler, 


* ZABLADOWSKI 
It wasn't my fault, Mrs. Collins, 
I just couldn't think with all 
that banging on the piano, 


BART 
(still groggy) 
Don't worry, Mr. Zabladowski. 
You and me, we sure put old 
Terwilliger in his place. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Bertholomew...your head. Are 
you sure you're all right? 


BART 
Yeah. I'm all right.. 


He looks sround the room. For the first time he really 
realizes where he is, 


BART 
eee dut thet piano, Mom...It 
sure is 4 mess, 


CAMERA INCLUDES piano. The explosion has ripped it pretty 
well apart. 


MRS. COLLINS 
Good heavens! It'll cost a 
fortune to fix that up! 


107. 
CONTINUED : 


ZABLADOWSKI 
Now, Mrs. Collins...if I may 
be so bold..1 would spend no 
money repairing that piano, 


MRS. COLLINS 
What's that? 


ZABLADOWSKI 
I don't care if you fire me, 
I will get involved, The kid's 
got no talent. Go on, buy him 
& trombone! 


Mrs. Collins stares at him. She stares at the plano, Then 
she stares at Bart who looks up at her, pleading silently. 
There 1s the sound of squawking from phone, which 1s lying 
beside her on the floor, Mrs. Collins hesitates, then picks 
it up. 


BESSIE'S VOICE 
(from receiver) 
What's happened? What's happened? 


MRS. COLLINS 
L'll call you back, Bessie. 


BESSIE'S VOICE 
Why can't you tell me now? 


MRS. COLLINS 
I...l'm rushing down town. 
I...l've got to buy a trombone. 


She lays down the squawking phone. With @ great, warm,under-~ 
standing smile, she draws Bart close to her. 


CLOSE SHOT BART 

grinning at his mother; Mrs, Collins beaming back. The dog 
is barking happily in the b.g. Out of the corner of his eye, 
Bart sees a Terwilliger Album on the floor beside him, He 
picks it up and leers at it triumphantly. Then he and his 
mother stare at it, making great takes. 


CLOSE SHOT ALBUM 

in Bart's hands. Terwilliger's eyebrows (animation) are 
fluttering up and down, The CAMERA MOVES IN on the picture 
as Bart's hands tear it, right across the face. 


FADE OUT: 
THE END 


